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TO     SOLITUDE 

jeanette    V      Rubsam    •»    Roanoke    C, 

Sweet   solitude,    mother    of    redeeming    thoughts, 

To  you   the    glass    I   raise, 

And   praise    the    soul    returned    from  wander ings; 

With   you  no    longer   drifts    the   dream 

But    anchored   hope    secures    it, 

Uitil   peace   and    life    unite. 

Oh  mothers    once   more    to  part    is   nothing   new; 

And   yet    how   l    shall   miss 

The    tempered  kiss    of   softness    that   you  bring! 


TO     WRITE     •>".    . 

De  nise    pe  tt  y 

But  you  would  pluck  a  blade  of 

A  J   4-       •  *.       grass 
And  strum  on  it       ^ 

And  play  it  as  your  lyre, 

Or  even , 

Trapped  within  the  barren  streets, 

Would  run  your  fingernail 

Along  the  sidewalk 


Hull  te  r    C. 

Until    the    air   was    filled 

And   brimming   a^er 

With  your   mad,    impulsive   music, 

Then   only   could   you   know 

The    feel    that    is    your    song 

Within  your  throat. 

Then  only  could  you  learn 

with  me 
The  i;x)et's  dear  insanity,, 


SONNET     TO    TIRZAFx 

Richard    Federer 


St  =     Louis    U 


See   how    the   beauty   of    the    rose   does  draw 

The    lioney  bee   deep    into  her    bosom. 

See   how  he   clings   as   by  unnatural    law 

Fleeing  not,    but    joying    in  his    siavedcxn. 

Gee    hav    tl>e   brilliant   paten  of    the    skies 

Draws    close   behind    a    loving    imitation. 

So  does    all    beauty    in   all    things    give    rise 

To   love"s    complete    self;    ass imuiation. 

Thus  when  I   beliold    thj^   tender   beauties, 

Which  charm  my   sense    and   charm  my  wandering    soul 

I,    too,     forget   my   sweet-gatherirrj  duty 

And  with   my   flower    I,    too,   desire    one   whole. 

Or.     like    the   moon,     I  would    forget    my  place 

And   fly   in   love    through  night    to  kiss    thy   face. 


IDLE     IDEALISTS 

Mary    U-     Perron     -    Endicott     J 

Fleecy  clouds   of   peace   and    life's    fulfillment 
Are   moist    upon   tomorrow's    maiden  brow, 
Say    the    timid   souls    that    sit    in  waiting, 
A.loof    from  such  a  common    time   as   r^^'ow. 

Today  is    a   charmless   patch  of   daylight, 
V/ithout    the    modesty  of    yesterday, 
And    lacking    the    grace    of   a    tomorrow, 
So    the    sensitive    souls    of  dreamers    say. 

Projected  ej^es    are  blind    to  daily    labor, 
And   do  not    see    the   mist    of   parting  hour, 
Day  has   never    seen   or    felt    their    presence; 
Niglit   has   met    them  in   their    ivory  tower. 

I  wonder    if    they  know   from   life    they've    fled, 
And    that    they   have    coinmjinion  with   the   dead? 
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ARTISTRY 


Dairel    Kirby         Huron    C- 


Dak. 


The r e    is 

A  lalance    to   freedom 

A   grace    to   abardon 

A   symmetry   to  disarrangement 


Which  brings    such  peace 
Xhat  we   are   easily  wearied 
Of    labored  efforts 
Toward    a  degree   of   I     luty. 


MY     LOVE 


Christa    Voss     -    U •     of    Wisconsin 


My  love  for  you  !s  like  a  silent  prayer  for  happiness,  once  had; 

never  to  be  regained. 
My  love  for  you  is  like  the  music  of  dreams,  once  heard; 

never  again  to  be  recaptured. 
My  love  for  you  is  like  the  endless  onrush  of  waves  to  the  shore 

of  t i me 
Each  one  striving  towards  the  end  of  its  journey;  but  perishing 

into  the  sand. 
As  my  love  for  you  is  perishing  for  want  of  nour  i  s  lime  nt ,  within 


BEYOND    THE    CALL 

Ann    Stevenson 

No    living   Man   shall    know, 
of    the  dead    that    are    lost, 
In   the    inevitable  doom, 
Having  known  of    life    s   cost. 
None    are    to  know  God    s    secret, 
For    even  Angels    fall, 
if    they  dare    to  breathe. 
Wlia  t    lies   be  yond    t  he  Call. 


my  heart. 


Arkansas    State    C. 

I   know  that    I    am  lost, 

In    the    m.ad   sea   of    time. 

To  always  hear    melodies    past, 

An  echo  or    a   chant    sublime. 

Tlirough   this    span,    I   w   ider  , 

Lost    in   a   hopeless    r'     ene 

That   haunts    the    tlesn  and   blood 

Knowing  men  are   but   dreams. 


BETTYE     JO 

James    Avery    f.lcKenz 

I    11    have   my  sip  of  beauty  now 
Tlie    yonder    moon    is   waking    full 
Flavored   as    just    my   touch  can  show 
And    just   as    though  my   Iieart    might 

r  ise 
Deep  creamed    abreast    the    tainted 

sky 
Dark    grey  against    our    bed   of    snow. 
Within  me  dwells    such   glow   as    tlien 
VvT»en    soft    I    felt    your    lips    as  mine 
There    first   upon  an  eye    exchange 
Then   (as   now)  witii  some    beauty  seen 


ie  Oklahoma    A       &    M      C. 

-      Ill  shut   of   course    this 
light    that    glares    - 
There   all    is   here  but    you,    my 

dear ; 
The    one   who  dared    to  crave   anew 
A  drauglit    of    love    instead   my 

kiss , 
To   speak  and   be    to  she   or    he 
As    if    the    one   and    same    to  ms 
I'll   have  my  sip   of   beauty  now 
But  do   I    sip  or   dri.ak   or    sleep 


PUPPY     LOVE     GONE     TO     THE     DOGS 

Mildred    Riff el         Webster    C 


My    love    is    like    a    late,     late    rose 
in  a  waterless    jar    -      faded. 

My    love    is    like  a   short,    short 
skirt 

in   Ju-aVoT  ■S>OJLO»OoV    --    dated. 

My   love    is    like   a   can  can  act 
or   vaudeville    star    -      gated. 


My   love    is    like   a    tired    tire 
of    a    thirty-eight   car    -■ 
deflated. 

My    love    is    like    a  weedy   reek 
of    a    five    cent    cigar       -    hated. 


li 

PERSPECTIVE 

L^ry    Virginia    Cooper     -    Webster    C,     Mo 

I    see    a  worm  and   scorn   it    so 

P.ecause    to  me    it    seens    to   low. 

I   see   a  steeple    reaching  high 

And  wish  I,     too,    could    touch   thie    sky. 

I    love    the   worm,     then,     for    it    grew 

And    I    find    that    I   have    grown  some,    too. 

MUSIC     MEMORY 

Grace    Fischer     -    Hamline    U. 

In  the  peace    of    night  when   I'm  in  bed, 

Music   echoes    through  my  head; 

And   all   the    songs    I   heard    today 

Come  back   to  me    from   far    away; 

They  reach   far    out    to  pluck    the    strings 

of   memory,    then  my  heart    sings, 

REAL    BEAUTY    NEVER     DIES 

Dot    Buchanan    -    Belhaven    C. 

Real  beauty  never   dies,  A  cloud  may  dim   the    skies, 

Nor   can   it   e'er   be    lost,  Drop   shadows    here   and    there, 

By   one   who   really   tries  gut    soon    the   sun  will    rise 

To  realize    the    cost  And   shine    on  all  who  care 

of  being  without    it.  When   they're  without    it. 

When   trouble    round    you   lies, 
Just    grin    --  wliate'er    the   cost, 
Real  beauty  never   dies. 
Nor   can  it    e'er   be    lost! 

EVALUATION 

Dorothy    Bales     -    U'     of    Missouri 

Great  men  grow  from    little    things, 

The   very  daily   little    things. 

A   sirlden  drench   of    simmer    rain 

That   brir^s    the    smell    of  earth   and   sky 

Together    in  a    fond    embrace. 

And   youthful  heart    that    jumps    to  meet 

The  wonders    that   a   boy's    feet 

Can  carry  him   to  hold   in  moments 

Silent,    full,    and   sweet. 

Kow  small    the  world    that   he   can  see, 
How   all    familiar,    fence   and    tree 
That   circles    all   he   needs    to  know, 
So   simply  does    a  boy  grow. 

How  muc  h  w  i 1 1   be    t  he  man  he    is, 
When   all    the   heavens    glow   and   might 
Are    in  a  single   moiK  nt    pressed 
To  count    the   dipper    stars    at    night? 

A  great   m.an  grows    from  year    to  year. 

Until   his   ej^es    grow  past    the    scene 

And    fasten    tightly    to  a   dream 

of    letters,    art,     religion,    state. 

From   things    so   small,    grow  men  so  great. 
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WE     WISH    FOR     NAUGHT 

Donna    Mae    Schnell     -    ^linot    St.     T.C.,     N-D. 
We   wish 

For    things    of    naught 
And  we    forget    to   treasure 

The    things    we    should    love    most,    blessings 
Fr  oni  God ! 

TANTALUS 

Rotert    D.     Kartwig     -    Midland    C,     Neb. 

The    seas    have    ne'er    surveyed   a    foreign  shore ^ 

Or    fathomed    their   black    floors,    lost    in  the  deep, 

As    far    as   ever    searched   my  heart    for    truth. 

Or   plunged    for   knowledge    in  profoundest   depths. 

Yet,    I   know  naught;     thoughts    are    like    tentacles 
of    octopuses,    clutching    for  what    only 
Birds   may  see.      But-     gazing  up.    a    glow 
Fetrays    the    face    of  God,    still  dimly  seen. 

FRONTIER 

Cynthia    Gibbons  Ripon    C         Wis 

I   destirie   myself    to   the    sand   aixl    the    se^, 

To    the   delicate   majesty   of    a  distant   dvne , 

The    restless  v.'aters    shall    hold  and   keep  me 

To    the   will    of    the  winds      tfie    stars,    and    the   moon. 

T'Vill   be   blessed   witli    solitude   and    infinite    peace. 
Infinite    as    is  wild    the    fierce,    hungry  wave 
A  peace    so  destined    that      twill  never    cease 
To  be    infinite    o   er    all   wiiich   is    master    and    slave 

I   destine    myself    to   this    frontier       the    sea 

Only   there   can   I   v/ander   with  God   hand    in  hand. 

And    I    11    truly    feel  peace      for   He    11    be    there  with  me. 

As    I'follow  His    star      long    the    sea  wetted   sand. 

With  God  elong    side    there    11   be   nothing    I    11    fear 
He  Himself    thunders    forth    from  this   mighty    frontier. 

GIVE     EVERY    SOUL     A     SONG 

Asalee    Gilbert    Perkins  Lincoln    U         Mo 

Give   every   soul    some    song    to  sing  Give   songs    of    faith   to    those 
Amid    life    s    ups    and  downs      for  v'ho    face 

then  GetbseiTBne    or  Calvary 

Souls    may   survive       for    songs   oft  For    faith  will    give    them 

^-'i"ing  strength   and    grace 

Strength    to  tlie    fainting   hearts  jo  carrv   on    till   victory. 

of   men 

/-:„,,  ,  J.    ,  Give    every   soul    sonie    song    to 

uive    lonely  souls    a   song   of    love,  sing 

Then   through    the    1  lackest      stornij'  Qf    faith.'  of   hope,    of    love, 

-r,  .    ,  .       ",^^V*  ,  .,,  for    tlien 

-bat    song  within    their    souls   will  y/ith   such   through  storrin^   seas 

prove  to  cling 

Love    s   ever   bri      ^  inspi--  light.      jx^^y   n   reach   their   shores 

Despairing    souls     leed    songs    of    liope  triumphant   men. 

To   give    them  cheer    v-^hen    things    go  wrong 
Wit h  disappointments    they   can   cope 
When   in   their    hearts    hoi^e    sings    a   song 
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ALONE     AT     TWILIGHT 

Alda    L^e    Boyd     -    peabody   C,     Nashville 

The   evening   shadows  Ivlj'   heart's    tendrils 

lengthen  lengthen 

and   merge  and   merge 

into   tFie   night.  into   the   nothingness, 

I'LL     HOLD     YOU 

James    jJilary    V/or  t  h  i  ngton    -    Louisturg    C. 

I'll    hold   you,    dear,     in  ny   arms    again; 

We'll    sing   once   more   our    old   refrain 
So    'till    the    sun  breaks    through   the    rain 

I'll   hold   you   close,    my    love. 
And,    when  the   stars   are   veiled,    not    bright, 

The   moon    is   dim  and   dark   the   night, 
I'll    look   at    you   by   candle    light 

And  hold  j'ou  close,    my   love. 

LULLABY 

Eleanor  L-  Fehnel  -   ennsylvania  St   C. 

Branched  shadov;s  brush  by  The  droning  bee  drowsily 

With  the  sv'ish  of  a  thrush  wing  moves  about, 

Hush,  be  still!  Gathering  his  sweets  until 

And  crisp  summer  like  arrljer  smoke  bat -winged 

Sweeps  and  rolls  across  narrow      Dusk  sends  him.  home  to  his 

nights  bive. 

To  long  days  of  indolent  ease.  Peace  le  still! 

Peace,  be  still!  This  is  the  time  of  rest, 

Forgotten  is  the  broken  hyacinth  my  sweet. 

Which  bleeds  and  droops  in  solitude .This  is  the  time  for  sleep. 
The  plaintive  whisper  of  spring 

rain 
Is  lost  in  thunder  that  plunges 
and  heaves 

Hush,  be  still! 

NEW     YORK    S     HARDENED     ARTERY 

Austin    A.     ii .     L^be  r     -    Cornell    U- 

The   golden  disc    of   sun  was   dropping 

Into   the    slot   machine    of    tomorrow. 

/^    few   rain  drops 

Fell   experimentally.    A  croviching   storm. 

About    to  spring,    growled    in  warning. 

Gami3s ,    of    green,    of    red,    and   blue 

Bobbed    iiimEthodically, 

The    traction   of    the   cbecknicolored    traffic 

On    the    sprinkled   pavement 

Set    forth  a   droning  din. 

Life    formed  constellations 

In    the   Empyrean   edifice 

That    synlols    the   decade   past. 

A   god -wrought    stiletto 

Knifed   at    the  distant    pinnacle,    and 

Recoiled;    hidden   again  as    though  mastered 

By   its  Roman  creator.    Then  with  an 

Outcry  of  defiance   and   a    grunt    of    satisfaction 

He    secured    the   stratus.    The   unirellas 

Became   pinheads    --    then  disappeared. 
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WINTER  ^  .         ^         .r 

Anna    M      Frey    -    Eastern    Mennonite    C.  ,     Va 

The    rocks    stand   out    in   sharp   relief 
Against    the   naked  hills > 

the  winding   streams    are    silver    ribbons 
tracing   their  way  across    the    sear,    brown   earth, 
the    leafless    trees    lift   branches,    stark   and   bare. 

Against    the    sky   like    supplicants 
till   presently  the   snow  begins    to   fall 

And   casts    its   blanket    oer    the    s  leeping  world. 


M 


Patricia    Di    Sarro    -    Rhode     Island    C       of    Ed 


The    rain    falls  My  soul   s  downcast, 

On  Earth  s   wrinkled  face,  The   Heavens  cry. 

As   a    tear    falls  My  heart   aghast, 

On  my  twisted    face  God   knows  why= 

MIGHTY    MARS     SLEEPING 

Howard    O      Long         George    peabody    C.    ,     Tenn 

The    mighty  Mars    again   is    sleeping. 

While   many  mortals   ncwv  are  weeping 

For    loved   ones   dead    and  many  dying 

And    tliere's   fvlii^erva  weaving,    sighing^ 

And   Nike   by  her    side    is    standing. 

This    gentle   virgin  unt'erstanding 

This    couple    for    the    race    regretful 

The   conflict    proved    so   long   and  dreadful  = 

In  Thrace    the  warrior   now   is    sleeping. 
His    exile  with  his   cohorts   keeping, 
So  may  his    sleep  now  be    unbending.. 
And   may  no  conflict   be    irrpending. 

Tlie    mighty  Mars   again   is   sleeping, 

His  exile    is     we   hope ;    his   keeping» 

THE     NEGATIVE 

Audrey    L      Dixon    =    Western    Maryland    Co 

This    life    is   but    the    shadow  of    the    life    to  come. 
The  negative    of  an  undeveloped   print, 
The    seed   of   an  unborn  child 

Waiting      -  waiting    its    birth    --- 

And  while  waiting,    growing, 

(For  without    growth  it    would  be   no  more 

At   birth   than   that    first    microscopic    seed, 

Which  was    only   life    ~> 

Not    life  with  significance). 

This    life    is  but   an  unexpressed    thought, 

The   music    of   an  unplayed   symphony, 

The  dream  of    a   man   in   sleep    -  = 

The    dream  which  needs  wakefulness    and    action 

To  make    it    reality.. 

This    life    is    tlie   prelude    to  a   suite, 
The   darkness   before    the    light    of   dawn, 
And,    finally,    the    preface   to  a  book    == 
The  Book   of  Eternity, 
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NIGHT     SONG 

The  resa    Ear  g le 

IJeath  will   come    to  me   quietly 

As  evening 

Dimming  the  deylight 

Until  only  shadows  are  left. 


Berry    C.  ,     Mt .     Berry,    Ga  . 

The    stars    beckon 

And    the   inxjon   makes    a    silver 


For    me    to    f  ol  lov7 
A   Jacob ' s    ladder . 


path 


SUNSET    AND    WEARINESS 

Fa ye    N.     Robinson 

I    saw   a   crimson    sunset 

In  a    twilight    tinged  with   rose, 
As    I    laid   my  weary  head    there 

Where    the  dark-etched   cedar 

grows . 

The   streaks   of   dusk  were    shadows 
On   the   visions    of   my  heart; 

The    raj'S    of    lig^It    that    lingered 
Held   amLition   s    fiery   snart. 


SONNET 


-    Maryville    C. ,     Tenn. 

The   cedars,    silhouetted 
On    the    glory   of    the    sky, 

Seemed   to  be    the  wished -for 
peaks    -  - 
Future's   promised    by  and   by 

I    lay  and   fxindered   softly 

As    the   redness   paled   away, 
But    the    sharp- lined   cedars 
faded, 
Ard    the    night  was   biere    to 
stay. 


Sara    Ann    Beresniakoff     -     Brooklyn    C. 


The   ever  winding   coils   of    inside    tears 

Ripple  past    the    ferns   and    agate   moss. 

/;.  birthday   rinp    '^eflects    the    bidden   origin 

Of  white    and   s.ixitary  waters    seeking    refuge 

In   the   puddle    mass    of    night    lake 

Stopped   by  dams    of    out    of    place    cenient. 

F>lue    textbooks   of   Philosoiihy    lie    cJosed 

Against    a    rotted   variform  of    treestump. 

With  open  .legged   spiders   dreaming    lightly 

Over    twigs    and   stunted   green,    move 

ijver  flowing   mornings,    still    in  brief    recall 

Of   a    journey   from  illusion    into   oneness, 

Stoj'ped   by   circuristance    and   miles 

y^nd   introverted   now  behind   a    ijoem. 


SONG     OF    AGE 

John    Francis    Buttimer     -    Catholic    U 

Where    the    graceful    sea-gull^    glide 

High  a1-ov8    the    lazy   tide 

f'unning   rippling   through   the    resting   sand, 

Let    ne   pause    for    one   brief    rest, 

Laj/-  rij'   head    on  ^yatures    breast. 

Geek   sweet    solace   h6Te    iii  native    land. 

In  my  native   Georgia    land, 

In   S.avannali,    where    x   planned 

Many  merry  morrows   while    still    young. 

There   by  Tybee    s    golden    isle 

With    the    t lazing  beach  as    tile 

Sing   the    song    that    all   men  must    liave    sung. 

What    though  Geechee    s   banked   with   clay? 

It's    the    road    to  T.jandalay 

Drifting  deep  and  dark   pRst    sleepy   towns, 

And    I   must    confess    this    truth 

It's   my   own    fountain   of    youth 

Which  withering  az.e   can   ne'er   wear   down. 


{    A 
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APRIL     SONG 


Dorothy    Denton         Berry    C=,     Mt       Berry^     Qa 


O,     the    cherry   tree    a    shimmer 
After    lashing    storm  and    rain; 
As   all  beauty   finds   perfection 
in   the    afterglow   of   pain. 

OCTOBER ' S     CHARMS 

Serene    Lutrel    Smith     •     Peace    C         Raleigh 

October    sweeps   around    tlie   earth 
And    leaves    behind   a  beauty   there, 
Enchantment    that    is  deep   and  pure, 
Soul    lifting    fragrance    in  the    air. 

The  Auturm  breezes    hold    their    secrets   close, 
Ard  wMsper    just  enough   that    cKie  may  guess 
There's   magic    in  the    loveliness    of   autumn   time, 
October    s    here    ■       and   now  the  v/orld   is   blessed! 

SIXTEEN  LINES  MAKE  A  CIRCLE 

Joseph    Wliitt  Temple    U 

Tliere    is   no  hatred    in    the    rain  O  Father. 

Tiiat   beats    the    rose,  O"    this    bed  where   nothing  gro 

For   all   the    roots    sunk  deep    in  Aborts    destroy   the    still    born 

pain  rose. 

The    tendril    tagging  agony. 
The    fury  stamping  petals    in    the   mud. 
Sprout   up 

From  shattered   bricks    that   hug   the    rust: 
Blue    lines    for   nunfoers   black   and    red 
This    for    the    living,    this    for    the  dead. 

So    love    is    forced    to  kiss    the   dirty  hand 
Wliose    rteel    teeth    furrow  yielding    flesh; 
So   gentle   blood  must   kiss    the   hungry  sand 
And    catch    tlie  ir   hopes    in  barbed  wire   mesh. 

QUEST 

Shirley    Lewis     =     Oglethorpe    U. 

Darkness    of   night,    soft    and    full,     laden  with 
Mystery  and  close    to   my  soul;     I   ask  not 
What    makes    thee,    or  whence  forth  you  come; 
Just   to    feel   you  close,    to  be    a  part   of   your 
Depth      -    this    is    all    I  wish    to  know. 
Trembling   and    alive    you   be ^    night    so  black. 
Darkness   poured    over    all   the  world. 
To  walk   silently,    unafraid   I    go 
For    I    too  am  all   alone. 

Oh,    hour    of  depth,    of   misty    thouglits. 

Independent    of    all   you  be.      All    lie    asleep 

Unav/are    of    the    forces    so  vibrant   and 

Sparkling   as    I   walk    in    thee,     lost    in 

A   thousand  memories. 

As    I   v/alk,    and   drink   of    this    cool    night 

And    taste    of    this    freedom  suddenly  mine; 

To    feel  with  my  heart    all    the   beauties    of   thee 

As    I    tread   alone,    with    only  a   dream. 
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RECIPE     FOR     AN     AUTUMN     LEAF 

Rita    Pilato     -    Nazareth    Academy,    Rochester 

A  burst    of  sunrise,  A  blaze    of   color, 

A   golden    frost,  In  defiance    blooms, 

The   red  of   apples,  Before    the   cold 

A   robin,    lost.  Of   winter    entombs. 

FUTILITY 

Hatton    Wood    Burke  Vanderbilt    U. ,     Tenn. 

In   the   space  where    once   my  heart  was 

Lies   a   barren,    jagged    abyss. 

Like   a   vast    white   marble   hall 

Bathed    in   the    sunny   sadness    of   afternoon 

And    peopled    only  by    the    ominous    spirits    of   hopelessness. 

And    the  decadent    recesses   of   my  mind 

Bear    on  me    like    the   brown,    dead,    falling    leaves    of  Autumn 

Which  bespeak    the    inexplicable    futility  of    living. 

Lazy,    floating,     listless    leaves 

Vt'hose  verdancy  of   Spring   is    lost    forever. 

CONFUSION 

Daniel    Greene  Temple    u         Philadelphia 

There    is   no  end    of    it.    nxisic    and   emotion 

Blend,     forcing   themselves    into   shapeless   masses, 

Cleansing  my   soul  with  a   turning    lotion. 

And    then   as    life    itself    it    passes. 

Vernal   winds    guide    the    pilgrim  who   seeks    truth. 

Sheltering   him   from  intensity   and   mishap. 

Oh  Lord,    where    lies    there   an  answer    in   youth. 

Or    is    there   not    rejoinder    to   entrap. 

Must    I.    in   secret    silence   bury  a    lie 

Forever  within  myself,    and   he   cursed 

T'y    'irkening   shadows    till    1   die. 

V  itiiuut   warmth    from  your   bosom   .  .  ,    nursed. 

The   ship  of    life    sails    timeless    and    in   error, 

Its    flag    lowered    at   nightfall    and   only   terror. 

WIND 

Robert    Tracy         Boston    C. 

I    11    tell    you  how   the  wind   passed  And    that    is   why,    in  winter, 

by    -"  In  a   world   hedged    in  with 

Paused   on  my  window    sill,  snow, 

Ruffled    the    grass    on   the   meadow   s  j    think,    and   then   remember, 

back.  How   a   summer   breeze    can 

And   slid   across    the    hill.  blow. 

It   paused    to    join   the    falling    leaves 

In  a   brief    and  whirling  dance. 
Then   snickered    through    the    linden-vood. 

And    stopped   again   to  prance. 

Up   then   it    rose    among    the    trees, 

Vi'ith  naught    to   take   away 
Save    the   perfumes    snatched    from  the    flowers      tips, 

And    the    hot,    sweet    smell   of    hay. 

That   wind  will  never   pass   again, 

Will   never  pass    this  way. 
Its    joy   is    gone    forever. 

Flying  westward  with   the   day. 


SKY     -     FLAME 

'.Craig    Fisher     -    Maryville    C 

Sky-flame    leaps  with   savage    frenzy, 
Writhing   in   the   heavy  night, 
Shaking    free    from  smothering 

clutches 
of    the   cloud    folds    clinging   tight; 
Shrieking  naked   through   the   heavens, 
Stabbing    incandescent    earth, 
Leaping   out    from  mist    to    fog  hank. 
Bounding,    quivering    in    its   mirth. 


Tenn. 


DAYDREAM 

Louise  Ablondi 

Oh  my  soul,    how   it    longs    to   fly, 
To   soar    on  the  wings    of   song, 
To  come   to  rest    in    immortal  t^lue. 
Far    from  the   motley   throng. 

I  climb   the   stars  with   lively 

grace. 
Blessed   by  a   ^uick  silver    step; 
Now   I   pause    on   the    rim  of   earth   ~ 
Above   rtB    the    star   notes    are   kept, 


•ti   its   deep,    disdainful 
laughter 
Runi  les   hollow  down  the  hills, 
Rolling,    bounding,    harsh 

resounding 
As    the    grate    of    giant   mills; 
Or    tlie    roar    of   awful   orgy, 
Loud    guffaws    from  bright    lit 

den 

Laughihg   out  with   savage    humor 
From   the  chests    of   mighty  men. 


C,     of    New   Rochelle 

Silvery  notes,  spiral ing  upward 
Leave  Stardust  in  their  wake  - 
Their    incessant   call    I  dare 

not   heed 
Lest   b.eauty  cause   me  heartbreak 

The   bubble  breaks   and  down  I 

tumble. 
With  only  a   hatful   of   stars, 
That    1   plucked    in  passing   as 

tangible   remains 
of   my  beautiful  dream  afar. 


LOST     HOPE 


George    Minter 


Furman    U- 

Come,    thou  Fool,    and    let    us    join   in    the    praise    of    folly, 
For    of    such    is    the   Kingdom  of   Hell. 

The    past  dawn  of    thy  soul    lies    o'er    the  distant   horizon. 
Its   waxing  prime    is    greyed  with  Time's    fondest    reposes. 
ArKi   now,    amid    life's    passing    fantasy, 
The    soft    fluorescence    of    insight   searches 
The    sickened   mind    in  vain  attemi^t    for  God's    lost    promise, 
But    -      lost    in   the    slough  of   despond,    and  waning    into 
Hell    s    insignificance    --    it   approaches    the    infinite 
Errptiness   of    a  God-forsaken  eternity. 


THE     POEM     I     CAN     NOT     WRITE 
Daoma    Winston    ~ 

I    sit   dreaming 

Night    on  night 

Trying   to  conceive 

The   poem   I   can  not  write. 

Trying   to  rememhier 

Trying   to   once    know 

Trying   to  charm  back   to  me 

A   thought    that   must   not    go. 

About  a  dream 

Lovely  as  a  rose 

And  j'et  I  can  not  write  it 

In  poetry  or  prose. 

About  a  thought 

Fine  and  great  and  free 

As   a  bird   on  wing 

Or    the    cardinal's  whistled    revelry. 


George    Washington    u> 

Elusive    fragrance 
^Bright   moon  beams 
yet    I   only   remem.ber    it 
In  my  dreams. 
Hot    summer    sunlight 
Sparkling    shining  gold 
On  the   shifting   swells. 
I   know    this,    yet 
My  dream  I   cannot   hold. 
So    I    sit   dreaming 
Night    on  night 
Trying    to  conceive 
My  masterpiece 
This  poem  I  cannot  write! 
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RECIPE     FOR     A     PANSY 

Anne    Elizabeth  Reilly    -    Nazareth    A. 

A   slice   of    purple  A   touch   of    green 

A  drop  of   blue  Cool   and  sweet 

Cover    all  And    there's    a   pansy 

With  an  amber   hue.  Prim  and  petite. 


THE     SEA 

Shirley    Seagal     -     Rhode    Island    State    C 

Tlie   Sea    --    regurgitating  above    slippery    floors, 
Vomiting   salt    suds    and    seaweed    on  prickly  pebbles, 
Screaming    to    indifferent    skies, 
Wrapping  picnic    scraps    in  bubbling  shrouds. 

On   shore,    it    turns    its    back   on  me 

And    tumbles    off    to  nowhere ^ 

Wrinkled  and    sparkling   like   runpled   cellophane; 

The    sun    flirting   at    its   edge    -- 

-  ■•   On   the    shore. 


THE     LOVE     BIRD 

Don    Jackson  Mars    Hill    C. 

The    love  bird  has   nested    long   in  my  hair. 

T    tried    to  get    him  out  with   great   despair, 

But    now  his    heart    shaped  eggs    are    laid. 

T   dare   not    fight    my    lite    is   weighed, 

And    soon   they  will   hatch    into   love   divine 

When  my    lips    touch  yours    and   you  are    mine. 

Together  we  will    fly   through   life    s    many  skies 

W'ith  hard  work  and    joy  and   babies      cries. 

We'll   build   our    nest    on   the    rainbow   s    rim, 

And   praise    our  God  with  a    joyous   hymn. 

We    1 1    sail    together    our   whole    life    through, 

--   And    live    the    life   God  wants   us    to. 

Birds  will   sing  and   skies  will   be   blue 

As    long   as    I    know  that    I  have    you. 

LAUGHTER     OR     LACE? 

Nancy    Wensinger     =    Endicott 

'One  would  have   given  me   grarrieur, 
Stones   of  heritage    rare, 
Silks   and   satins    richly   to  clothe. 
Ribbons    to    twine    in  my  hair. 

'The   other    had  only    laughter    to   give. 
The  warm  caiess    of    the    sun, 
Languid  splendor    'neath  sapph  .  re    sky. 
The   hope    of   a  dream  unspun. 

'My    lighthearted    lad   had   naught    but    love, 
No  rings    to  weight   my  hands. 
The    other   had    lace    to  wrap  my   throat. 
And    the    lure    of   distant    lands.' 

'Which  of    the    gifts  did   you  choose,'    asked    I, 
'Laughter,  »or    rubies    red?*  - 

She    lifted   a   slight   and    jewelless   hand, 
'I  went  with  my  heart, '    she    said. 
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LAST     WISH 

Melvin    Dudkin    -    Rutgers    U.  , 

Night    of   nights,    great   and  beautiful 

Come    to  me,    possess    me    in  some  way. 

Possess   me  with  your   moonlight    shaft 

Striking    the   barnyard   door. 

With  gusts    of  wind    tearing  at    some    lonely  shore. 

With  sky  of  blue   and   sweet   nocturnal  dew. 

You  must    possess    me    through  and    through. 


Newark 


TRIBUTE 

Wi 1 liams 

Sacked  in  white, 
Dead  as  night 

Before  the  swelling  day  , 

Lay  the  One 
Who  had  run 

Ahead  of  us  who  stay 

Grim,  I  stood 
Sensing  blood 

I   knew  was   not   my   own; 


Mclver     -    Furman    U. . 
And    I   gazed 


S.Car 


Yet   amazed 

To    find   myself   alone. 

In  my  grief 
Fierce,    if   brief, 

For    fallen    friend    unknown    ... 

This    I    found 
Looking  down 

On  him     my  soul   had   growi 


HOARDED 

Josephine    Holland     - 

The    summer   days    are    long  and   hot. 

So      I   have   kept    for    my  pleasure 

A  most    invitingly  cool    spot 

I    took   it    one  tright   wintry  day 

When   all    the    ground  was    soft  with  snow 

And   crossing   it   with  dignity 

Ignoring    a   sassy  blue    jay. 

Was    the   reddest   cardinal,    I   know. 

My  heart    cried    out.,    remember    this 

And  with  your   treasures   keep   it    safe. 

Now.    from  my  hoard   of    summer   bliss, 

A  cardinal   walks,    for   me.    in   snow. 


Mt   Berry  C 


Ga 


MY  PLAIN  POEM  WITH  EXTANT  QUESTIONS  POSED 

(   Wars    horrible,    yet    one    loves    all   continuity. 
--  E.    M     Forster      The  Longest   journey) 

Don    Roscher     -    Hamilton    C 


Clinton,     N.Y. 


Having  slept  with    their    fathers 

I   know   the   sons 

While  I  (a  boy  myself) 

Am  in  conflict" 

Why  is  the  summer  door-yard 
Always  the  saddest? 
And  the  summer  sigh 
Always  the  longest? 
And  the  summer  love 
Always   most    slain? 

Where  does    the    longing   pierce? 
And  hew  does    the  bleeding   show? 


on    these    I   ask    for  which   to 
weep 

to  have    to  do   for    loves    to 
keep: 

O.T\A.  TVS    \X\Q\\^^ 
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TO    A    WEEPING    WILLOW 

Areola    G.     Harris     -    Georgia    State    C. 

Why  weep   thee?  O  willow   tree,  Why  do  you  weep?  O  willow, 

Lift   up  your    head   and    smile  Are    you   not    ever    glad? 

You  can't  see    the    sun  above  You  make    me    feel    like  weeping 

When  your   head    is  bowed.  To   see    you   always   sad 

PRAYER     FOR     EUTHANASIA 

R.     Abrams  Lincoln    \J .  ,  Pa  , 

White   cold   splendor   of    the   northern  night 

cracking   asunder    a  nillenium's    sleeping, 

ripping  with  earth-crippling    thunder ings 

the    frozen   fingers   apart. 

flinging  with  slowly  retrievable   violence 

terrible  death  sealing   us   under; 

CoiTS  quickly  and    save    us    from  ourselves. 

.  , ,       the   earth  will    forgive 
the    earth  will    forget.. 

TO    MEPHISTOPHELES 

Stephen    Feldman         Hamiltor     C         Clinton    NY.: 

So  must    I  blazon  struggle  with  my  darts,, 
And   monument   each   fainting  human    flame. 

Without   some    solstice   of    the  wandering  heart    s  i 

To  cloud    the   polished    lens      or    hide    the   name;  1 

For   Faustian  man  am  I;    and  bring  his    lanp,  \ 

And    bear   his    seal   and  wear   his   haiinted    look;  \ 

Kis    agon  min,    his   helmet,    and   his   cartp,  \ 

His  devilment,    his   vision,    and   his   book,  \ 

Like  his.    my    love    toward   man   is   bent,    not  God;: 

But    I.    the  wiser,    though  more    innocent, 

Know   beauty   for    a  whore   and   man  a  clod. 

That    love's   not    life,    nor    life    love    s    increment. 

And;    taking  soul    to  bed    instead   of  wife. 
Abiding    lone,    have    J    interred   my   life, 

DESTINY    OF     PEACE 

Elbert    Edward    Cobb     -    Washington    Missionarj' 

I   slept   alone    in  my  bedroom  In  history  both  old   and   new. 

Full   of   bitterness   and  despair,  The    truth  became    vivid   and  clear 

And   my  soul  was   smothered    in   gloom  From  Adam   the  Cavalcade    tlirough, 
For   no   gladness    or   peace  was    there. its   unselfish   lives    men    revere. 

Then  I   stood,    it    seemed,    far  The    fight    for    riches,    power, 

removed,  and    fame 

Beholding   someone    like   myself;  Has   never    justified   the   cost. 

Who,    living   a    life    I    re^jroved,  The   man  with   others'    good   his 
Was    clearly   revealing   himself-  aim 

Steadily   I    gazed    at    the    mirage,  ^^^^^^   ^^^^^    himself    be    lost. 

And    saw   that    it   mirrored   my  soul.  Then  again  I    looked  before  me 
I    saw    the   worms   work   their    pilage--At   my  soul   exposed    to   ny   sight; 

Not    a  pleasant    sight    on   the   whole.  My  heart   was    no    longer    empty   -- 

riic^r^i.^Q^o^      T    1      1    ^      1       i.  My  peace   had   returned    in   the 

i^iscouraged  .     I    looked    about    me=  ■'    *^  nipht 

Men's    lives    in  panoram.ic    state  ^ 

Lay  naked    and    exposed    to   see    -- 
Their    beginnings,    their    lives,    their    fate. 
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WANDERER 

Mar  i  on    Allen    - 

I   want    no   other    riches 

More    than   the    sunset's    gold; 

Rather    a    salt-sea  wind's    caress 
Than    lovers   brave   and  bold. 


THE     OPEN     GRAVE 

Barbara    Jean    Syl 

There    the  earthy  black  chasm 
Awaits    its   eternal    sleeper, 
Sweating,    the    sides   drip 
Wetting   the  worm,    curious   creeper 
And   companion   of    the    cold    flesh. 

Hear    the   brown  clods   crumble,    soft 
MiJmb ling   a  welc ome  ,    wa i  t  ing 
Restless,    dark  and   moist, 
Anxious    for    the    mating 
Qf   earth   and   earth. 


Fredonia    St.    T.C. ,    N.V, 


A  star    in  a  quiet    pool   at 
night 
Is   music    to  my  eye. 
The    song   lifts    up  a   hapi>y 
heart 
As    smoke   drifts    to   the    sky. 

vester     -    Rhode     Island    St. 

Soon  blo'  i.ed    is    the    infinite 

sky, 
Stuffed    is    the   shallow  cave, 
Snug    lies    the    silent    tenant, 
While   curling   reluctant    in 

the    grave 
The   stifling  air    rots   dry. 


DESPAIR 

J    O.     Sturghill 

Black! 

Black  as    the   coal    from   the   earth 
Blacker    than   the   ciixiers    on    the 

hearth 
Blacker  tlian  the  blackest  dirt- 
Black! 

Black! 

Blacker  than  the  raven  s  wing 

Blacker  than  an  onyx  ring 

Blacker  than  the  blackest  thing 

Black! 


Johnson    C       Smith    U 

Beaten! 

Beaten    like   an   old  work  dog 

Beaten    like    a   swamiJ   raised 

hog 
Beaten    into   the    mu.d   and   bog 
Beaten! 

Doomed ! 

Doorned    to  be   beaten   and   black 

Doomed    to  never    talk  back. 

Doomed!    to  die    if    I   attack. 

Doomed! 


JUSTICE     AND     INJUSTICE 

Carol    Nalen     -    Wells    C 

I   watched   a   child 

Qn   her    tiackyard    swing. 

Laughing   at   her    giddy  world 

V'liich   every   swoop  and    fling 

Made    more    fanciful,     like    fairylands 

Imaginations   bring 

Straining  with  her    childlike    strength 

To  do  a    childish   thing. 

I   watched    a   child 

In   her    backyard,    swing 

A  wet    sheet   above   her   head 

And,    stretcfiiing,    try  to   fling 

It    across    a    too-high   r  '  '   :!iesline , 

Mere,    no    laugh  whicli  gaines   might   bring; 

Straining  with   l-er    childlike    strength 

To  do   an   adult    thing. 


Aurora ,    NY. 
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THE     CAT 

Bill    Center     -    George    peabody   C.       Nashville 

Idleness    is   a   sleek,     fat   cat 

Crouching   in   the    gloom, 

Yellow  eyes   needling 

Into    the    submissive    gaze   of  humanity. 

Tense   at    the   mouse   holes    of    labor, 
By   the    rich  on  cushions    adored. 
Nimble   among   the   high    limbs   of  creation 
Is    idleness,    fawning  seducer    of  mankind 

THE    VOLCANO     S     MIGHT 

Matthew    Sant'angelo     -    Temple    u 

I   met    a  man  in  r    foreign   land 

Who    told  me    of    a   mountain  by   the    sea 

That    awoke   one    night      gave    great    light 

With   tongues    of    fire  And   growing  higher 

In   the    sky   took    the    living    up    to  die 

From   the   rumble   and   the    tumble 

He   heard    the   demon   s    swollen   lips    speak 

I    am  the    servant    of    nature        In  my  path 

the    evil    soul   will    feel   my  wrath - 

the    good   shall    find    they  were   not   weak      ;  ;  .     "' 

Roger    Tex    Burson         Duke    u         Durham      N    C^^ - 

Today     tomorrow,    centuries    of   endless    time 

sweep  past      and  we    remain   as   we    are    now    - 

unchanged    by  what    has    happened      or   by   anything   that  will, 

unmoved  by  rain      erosion,    wind      and  snow 

untouched   by  any  cruelties    or   pain. 

We   are    the    thoughts    of   men    =- 

more    indelible    than  chisled   stone. 

more  elusive    than  young   love's    first   kiss. 

We   are    the    realities    of    life   and  death, 

SURPLUS     ARMY    CAMP 

Jerome    E       M^cDonald     -    Niagara    U 

Oh  hark,    the  distant   bugle    sounds. 

The    lonely  sentry  makes   his    rounds. 
Its   men  have    gone,    the   canp   lies   still, 

No  more    retreats    and   no  more   drill. 
Short    years   ago   it    lived  and  breathed 

While   nations    in  mad    turmoil    seethed. 
It    sluirbers    now,    let   s    hope    for    good, 

A  sentry  guards    its    rotting  wood. 

It    still    has  power    to  expand, 

Should    nations'    quarrels    once   more   demand 
That   men  must    laave    their   homes,    their   wives. 

To  give   up  years    if   not    their    lives. 
Is    this    the    peace  we  waited    for? 

Is    this   a   peace,    this    talk   of   war, 
of   atom  borrbs    and   veto   right 

As   every   nation   girds    its   might? 
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A     GARDEN     POEM 

Sallie    Walter     -    WellesleyC. ,     Mass. 

The    forsythia    in  my  garden   is   a  hurst    of   yellow  sun. 
The  blue-bells    are    the   depths    of   coolest   sea. 
The    seeded  dandelion   is   a   puff    of    lonely  cloud. 
And    all    this    garden  world  belongs    to  me! 

MY    WELL     OF     MEMORY 

Betty    Sue    Cook    -    Berry    C,     Ga . 

Deep   in   this  well  wherein   I   hold 
Unfaded    sunsets    of    purple   and    gold, 
Lingering  words    of  a    lilting   tune, 
Dew-wet    roses    of    early  June, 
The    renewed    feeling    inwardly   I    gain 
From  the    fresh,    green  earth  after    a   rain; 
A  voice,    a    smile,    a    loving    face. 
Things    familiar    like    the    old  homeplace. 
Cherished   scenes    long  past    and    gone 
In  my  well   of   memory   linger    on. 

FANCY    BY     FACTORY     LIGHT 

Mary    Farley    -    College    of    fjew    Rochelle 

Smoky,    squalid,    city  street 

Engulfed  by  sound,    made   up  of   nmre 

A  setting   still,    for    unrehears'ed    farce. 

Building  high,    with    labor    low 

prime's    your   place  v/ithin   the    scene 

Unmeasured   music    comes    from  out    your   barren  walls 

A    laugh,    a    shriek,    a    sob. 

The   ear    is    tuned    to  varied   utterance 

The   child,    the    man,    pursued  by  enclosing   strife. 

Rustic   thought   and  peaceful   dale 

Their    foreign  atmospheric    sway 

Sweeps    in  with  night    and   out  with  hearts. 

DECEIVING     MIND 

Gertrude    Elizabeth    Jones     -    Bennett    C. 

Come,    oh  Come,  Come,    Qh  Come, 

You  wandering  mind  Dear   mind    to  me 

Von    t    you  please    come   back   to  me.  Never    again  dejjart    this  way, 

I   have    not    lived    as    other    men  Come   help  me   build    for    you 

My  heart   kncw/s   no   joy  or    glee.  and  me 

Come,    Oh  Cone,  ^'  bigger,    brighter,    and 

Yoi       strolling   mind  ^^"^^   ^^^^ 

Never    molest    the    yester    years, 

I   have   not    lived    as    other    men 

You'll   only  bring  me    grief   and    tears. 

Come ,  Oh  Come , 

You  uns tabled  mind 

Never  leave  this  body  alone, 

I  want  no  part  of  the  things  you  endeavor 

The  house  I  lived  in  was  not  a  home. 
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TESTAMENT 

Joseph    Klein     -    Rutgers    U 

Gaze   at   glory.    Tales    of    ruined   empires 

Writ    in    the  dust. 

Monuments   of   kings    now   hidden  by 

The  wind-spread   earth, 

Ancient    battles   now    forgot    by  man. 

For    time  does    show 

Little    shall  withstand   our   worldly  cares 

Or   earthly  woes. 

Deatii   is   but   a    testament    to  us 

The    living,    now. 

Mary    Lukas     -    C     of    New    Rochelle 

My   thanks    to   thee   Vv'ho    let    me   be  O   let    the   bleeding   buds    hang 

In   love    for    just    a    little.  down 

Too  bad   that    even  daj'  dreams   can       And   pale   upon   the    nettles. 
Grow  old  and  dry  and  brittle.  No  matter.    (Only  don   t    look 

while 
I    gather    up    the   petals.) 

RITUAL    FOR     LOVE 

Sylvia    j      Rock         Bennett    C 

Prepare    j'ourself.    my    love,    for    me    tonight 
Bielease   vour    tight    bound    tresses    to   the   moon 
And   brusfi   them   till    they  shimmer    in   its    light 
Like    fire    reflected    in   a  deep    lagoon 

Be   quick,    sweet    love  the    hour    approaches    soon. 

Exchange   your   daj^time  role    for    one   more    sweet. 

Massage    yourself   with  heady      strong  perfume 

Liore    favors    from  your  lover    to  entreat. 

The    time   has   almost    come    for   us    to  meet. 
Run  quicklj'.    douse    the    lights,    adjust    the    shades. 
Stand   poised   with  ourstretched   arms,    your    love    to   greet 
\*'ith  moistened    lips,     for    kisses    only  made. 

Eternity   stands    still,    as    from  above 
Archangels    bless    j/^our    ritual    for    love. 

PASSION 

Michael  Kalandiak    U   of  Pennsylvania 

Get  hence   loathsome  blackguard,  betrayer  of  most  nolle  souls. 
Pillager  of  honorable  intent,  imi^ediment  to  virgin  goals, 
Accon^ilice  of  irreverent  Stygean  night. 
Master  of  nan  s  bridled  night, 
Inciter  of  lascivious,  sensual  delight 
Get  hence,  emotion  s  dreaded  irrepressible  bane. 
Gainst  whose  engulfing  grasp  weak  mortals  struggle  in  vain. 

Mortal  take  heed  of  your  precarious,  perilous  plight. 

Appraise  the  lie  art  s  reaction  in  its  actual,  sordid  light. 

Catalyst  to  man  s  premature  demise, 

Opiate,  which  loftiest  intellects  despise, 

Craftiest  narcotic  of  nature  3  devise, 

For  where  undiscerning  Passion  rules  reason  cannot  frviit  fully  bide. 

And  contenrptuousiy  Bacchus  Stoicism  will  deride. 

Benefit  frcxn  others   folly  and  one  fool  s  ire. 

Control  your  worldly  pleasure,  restrain  Passion  s  desire 

Shun  its  agent       woman  ,  .  .  to  escape  lust  s  expanding  mire. 
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PHILOSOPHY     OF    A    ROSE 

Edna    A.     Chavannes  Hunter    Co 

The    fragrant    rose    that   dying  jt   sprung,    propounds    no  question 

Casts    its    sweetness   on   the   air.  As    to  why   it    lives    or  dies? 

And  drops    gay,    flaming   petals  And    is    its  waning   glory 

To  waiting   earth    from  where  And   perfume  well   spent    and  wise? 


DARK     FROM    THE     MOON 

Margaret    Zeller     -    We  lies  ley   C 

Dark   from  the   moon,    fantasy  and   goblin      - 

Spirits    of    the  Underworld  I   see   you! 

Splicing    the    ropes    of   all   our    lives    together 

In  a  quest    for    gain  I  see   you  I 

Ever    twirling      seeking     peeking  visions   of    tenptations   spectre    - 

Oh  secret   people  tell   me  Is    it  wealth,    or    heritage, 

Opportunity      security  what  do  you  will    to  us. 

Which  are  your    forts  the  door    to  moons   creaks  wide      = 

I  dare   not    step        M^gic    is    of   heavens 

And    I   am   full  of  world 

WORDS    TO    A    SEA     SHELL 

Harry    L        ;arnhill  u      of    North    Carolina 

I    loved  her         I   renumber   well 

How  much  I    loved  her!    and  what    joy    found 

In  each  sweet   movement    soft   and    round 
of   her    fair   bcdy  how    like   a   spell 

Her    pliant  warmth  arose   and    fell 

Subsided     died      sun   fed    the    ground 

U[y  eager    clay!    how  soon  she    fled      no    sound 
But     fading   sighs    in  silence   s    swell! 

Sea  purpled   Shell,    you   shared   her  dear 

Soft,    sensuous    touch     Her    petulant    eye 
Beheld   the   castled   splendor    of    your   ear! 

Sad   Shell,    I  hear    your  weary  sigh; 
We   Loth   remember        heaven  was    so  near 

And   neither   knew   that    love   could  die. 

SONG     OF    THE    EARTH 

Richard    C.    Wentzel  Ursinus    C. ,     pa. 

Sing    to  me   not    of    the   sensual   blisses, 
praising    the    joys    of   ephemeral  worth    -- 

fead  me   the   tome  of    the    fitld  and   thg   fefeiti  / 

ing  me  a   song  of  the  earth.  ^ 

Thrum  the   soft   note   of   the    sweet  Valley  Lily; 
Build   me   a   chord    from  the  meadow's  quick  stream; 
Bend  me    the   bow  of    the  Fir,    as    the    sunlight 
Fingers    the  dusk    into  dream. 

Pluck  me    the    tune    of    the   plow   in   the   passing, 
Soil    freshly  swelled  with  creations'    bright    pain; 
Beat   me    the  cadence   of  wind    in   the  wheat-field; 
Sound   me    the   chorus    of   rain. 

Yea,    sing  me  not    of    the    sensual  blisses, 
Praising    the    joys    of  ephemeral  worth    -- 
Raise    the    grand    anthem  of  God   and  His    growing: 
Sing   me   the   song   of    the   earth. 


^ 
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IN     RETROSPECT 

Robert    Zulin  =    U       of    Maryland 

He    fought  and  died  Neath  soil   he    lies 

for   a   cause,    a    trust  gun  etched   with   rust 

He    thought  not,    Why?  He  died   in  vain 

but    knew  he  must  his   cause,    but  dust. 


LIFE 

Bob  Hall  >  Geneseo  State  T.C,  N.Y.. 

Oh  God,  it's  great  to  be  alive,. 

To  watch  men  live,  and  watch  men  strive 

To  watch  rien  work,  and  think,  and  strain, 

To  see  men  stumble,  then  rise  again. 

To  watch  men  build  of  their  childhood  dreans. 

To  venture  paths   not  within  their  means. 

To  watch  men  give   and  love  their  love  dj 

To  see  men  in  worship  to  the  One  above 

To  see  men  humble  and  willing  to  thrive 

Oh  God  but  it  s  great  to  be  alive! 

AN     HERESY 

John   R       Morgan     =    U       of    North   Carolina 

VvTiy   insist 
That    there   must   be 
Truth  in    love 
As  water    the   sea 

As   in  air    the   bird, 

As    on  bird    the    feather? 

False   corollary 

Imagined   tether!  ..        ,  ., 

^  How    long  it   wears. 

Love    is   a   far  How  well    it    keeps! 

Too   fragile    thing  When    tiny   tears. 

To   have    tc  bear  Disfiguring   rips 

The   burdening  Are   mended   by 

Weight   of  Truth,  The    skillful    lie. 

VINIT        VIDIT        VINCIT 

Marian    L      Duncan     -    Lynchburg    C 

Reduce    it!      shrieks    the   storm 

Tear    it   away!      wails    the  wind 

Wear    it  down!       thunders    the    flood 

Push    it    away!       says    the    forest 

Let    it    go     Who  cares?      groans    the   earth 

And    time      the   hours      years,    ages      centuries  going   on. 

Carrying   the  weight    of   eternity, 

Bearing    the   buiden  of    life. 

Outliving    life    itself 

Bowing   before    the   sweep  of    its    own    train 

Blinded    in    the    shine   of    its    own   glory. 

Loving    the    tread   of   each    foot    following 

Live    it   out!"    cries    the   storm 

Stand    to   the    gale!       shouts    the   wind 

Life    is    good!       thurKlers    the    flood 

Let   us    grow!       says    the    forest. 

Who  cares?     The  Universe!      chants    the  earth. 
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TO    A     LEAF 


Travis    Conwe 1 1    Jones  State    T.C     ,     Alabama 


pale    green    leaf. 

Delicately  veined    leaf 

Floating  downward    in  an   intermittent   path, 

To  be    arrested   by  a   constant    earth, 

And    trartpled   underfoot   by  irreverant   man. 


MY     INTEREST     IN    LOVE 

Jeanne    Munning         Wells    C 

I   ve    no   interest    in   letters   of    love. 

You  understand',    I   ve    told  you  so. 

I  will  not    read   a   cliche    line; 

Though   it  would  please    some    friends    of   mine 

To   accept    letters    Id   decline 

Sonnets    from   tJie   Portuguese 
liave   no 
Sscret    meaning      I  don  t   delight 
In  verses  written   in   m.y  name, 
And    I  don   t    envy  Helen   s   claim 
Tat   any  part    of   Horrst    s    fame 


Romeo  and    Juliet    make   a 
Charming    romance   upon  a   stage; 
But    they  are    in   old    legendry, 
While    I   must    face    reality 
Where   no  one    is    in    iove  with 
me 


ENGLISH     SPRING 

Barbara    Jean    Fant  Queens    C         Charlotte 

The   English  wind    now   sweeps    across    the    land 

And  brings    her    hills   and  downs    the    taste   of    spring 

That   called    the    music    from  Will   Shakespeare    s    hand 

And    first    taught   Drake    s   bold  wandering  heast    to   sing 

Tlis    great   chalk  cliffs    rise   high  above    the    sea 

In  bright   spring   sun    just    as  when  once    their   might 

Inspired   a      reckless   courage    in   the    free, 

When  Spain    3    rough  gauntlet   dared    them  to   the    fight. 

The    spring   rains    hum  stacatto    lullabies 

To    gay  grandchildren  of   the   daffodils 

Xhat   Wordsworth   loved        And    sonnber    skies 

Scowl    at    the  Brontes      bleaks    beloved  hills 

Tiie    spring  makes    all    that   ancient    land   seem  young 

And   promises    great   songs    as    yet    unsung 


SONNET' 


Donna    Scot  to 


C  o  1  u  mb  i  a    U  . 


I   cannot    help  but  wonder  why  we    strive 
Sf.   '  rr  ■    1   .    live;     to   toil,    to   build,    create. 
What    for    all    this?      Thiink  we    that    fate 
Doth  care    for    us?     That  Death  will  not   arrive? 

Oh,    Foolish  ^]an!      Who   sweats    to  draw   the   blue 
prints    of   iiis    life;    who   thinks   but    to  define 
The   path  his  Fate  will  walk;    who    thrives    on  wine 
Of   altar    or    of    feast.      Man,    think  anew! 

By  Death  pur  hopes  are  put  to  end  or  ruin. 
A  new  worid  ot  bliss  or  doom  each  one  must  see 
Why   then,     in  vain,    we    hope,    dream,     fret,    bewail? 

Mans    mundane  works   by  Time   are   swallowed   soon. 
His   naked   soul   must    face    eternity. 
And    then,    at    last,    will  Nothingness   prevail. 
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THE     DIFFERENCE 

James     Sears     -    Union    C. ;     Barbour vi 1 le ,     KV' 

I   saw   the    trees 

Standing    in   friendly  clusters; 

I   saw   the   people 

Standing   aloof    and   proud. 


FIRST     LOVE  1944 

Martha    Woodham 

First    love 

Tender   and  exquisite 
Heavenly  rapture 
Blazing  despair 
Scarlet  blushes 
Palest    lids. 

First    love 
Lasting    forever 
Just    for    a   moment 


Dunbarton    C. ,     Holy    Cross 

First    love 
Dancing   together 
Sound   of   music 
Tinkling    fountain 
Strawberry  sodas 
With   two   straws. 

First    love 

Broken  heart 

Remsnijered   and   treasured 


Everett    Wilson    Ford  U       of    North    Carolina 

The  world    today   is  worn  with  strife    and   scarred 

Th?   bodies    men  call   home        But    on  man  s    soul 

The   scars   are   worse      they  cover    all      the  whole 

Of    light    is    shut    from  her  by  bandage    guard 

Man   s    soul       -    so    festered      hurt  is   cold    and   hard 

To  what   should  be    her    sacred      foremost    goal 

The    final   peace    of   man  w;  th   m.an  a    role 

Befitting  unto  nan     were   he   not   marred 

The    one  escape    for   man    frcsn  this    sad   plight 

Must    have      with   inspiration    from  above 

Our    strength   fast    harnessed    to  the    plow  of  God 

Through  Kim  alone   can  man  be    saved    from  Night 

Eternal        Love   of  God  entails    the    love 

of    man      and    love    lives    not    on  warring   sod. 


FAREWELL,     WITH     NO    REGRET 

Bob   Crawley    -    David    Lipscomb    C 

Farewell      farewell      o      kindly  world 

'"-J-    I    11  be    gone   ere    long 
It    seems    e   en   now   that    in   my  ear 

I   hear   an   angel   song 

My   life's   been  sweet      tho      flecked  with   tears. 

Mid   smiles      a    troubling    frown. 
But   all    those    tears    shall  be    no  more 

When  I   m  beneath   the    ground. 

Do  not   mourn  my  passing,     friends; 

Forbid    that    tears   arise 
Take   note    the    grandeur    tliat    is   death's, 

Observe  how  sweet    its    sighs 

1*11   say  Good-night    to  my  dear    friends 

And   take   my   trip  alone 
Still,     'tis  with  light    arri   carefree   heart 

I    leave    for  worlds   unknown. 
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REMEMBRANCE 

Bob    Young     -     U-     of    Chattanooga 

A  dream   I   knew   so   long   ago    returned    to  me    today, 
And    the    sseetness    of   a   vanished    smile   haunted   me    in  my  play. 
Like    the   t^eauty  of    a   silver    dawn,    the   sadness    of   a  day   that    is  dead, 
I    saw   again    the    girl    I    loved,    with  her    curly,    wind-blown  head, 
'^is    long  since   we   parted,    long   since  we   wept    our    last    good -by, 
And    the    seas    of    life    have    rolled   aronrx"  ns,,  but    oh,    oh   how    time   does 

fly! 
And   now  that   we    no    longer    are    together, now    that   we   don't    stroll 

hand    in  hand, 
I'll    live    out   my   years,    and    wait    to  meet   her    in  a    greener,    distant 

land. 

George  Gunza  -  Tusculum  C,,  Greenville,  Tenn 

A  Memory, 

Is    a    token   of   a   day   gone   by, 

a   compensation    for    a    fool's    folly 

a    mirror  which    reflects    the   past. 

Is    symbolized   by  a  picture    painted  with  thoughts. 

Is   valueless   unless    shared  with  others. 
.     .,    preserves    the   past    for    the    future. 

THE     SPIRIT'    i^  r     SCIENCE 

iary    Louise    Slagle     ■    St.     Mary's    jr.C.     N-C. 

I   pause    before    the   massive   door    of    science 
Hearing    the    soft   call   of  discovery; 
With    its    cool,     jeering   note    of  defiance 
And    yet    I    grasp  within  my  hand    the    key 
of   knowledge,    unable    to   swing  away 
The    barrier    of   doubt   before    the  world 
And  at   her    feet   my    life's  devotion    lay 
As   before   her   eyes    its   wonders   unfurl; 
For   disappointment    may   lurk    just    ahead, 
And  when   that   door   with  potent   key   I    rend 
Iviy    life  which    toil    has    so  faithfully    fed, 
K'iay   into  a    fruitless    abyss  descend. 
Still   passing    the   door    I    gladly  endure 
In   hopes    of    gazing   on  my  dream  mature. 

SEREN/  .)E     TO    ELYNOR     (Fragment) 

Violet    D.     [sieuberth     -    Potsdam    State    T.C; 

little    fenced    straight    strokes 

fade    into   jagged    laced    lines. 

disappear . 

stamp   starkly   short    life    on   soon    forgotten   snow.  ( 

on   this   day 

suspended   so   airily   in  May 

existence  ceases    to  weight    itself   on  nothing, 

blasts    into   a   blooming,    bizarre   circus. 

clutch   the    clowns,     for    they   are   happy 

in   their   pinking  dances 

in   their    mocking    smirks 

and    leaping    laughs. 

bounce    a   tsHnon. 

knot    the   string   to   the   blue   candle 

for    there    i    give   you    life   at    its    best 

with  tangibility  and   tepTiXarary  toy. 
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INSINCERITY 

Catherine     S.     Wilson     -    Florida    Southern    C. 

The   mountelank  who   stalks   our  All    of    those   who  buy   his  ware 

earth,  Pay  marrow    from  their    bones, 

Fertile,  green  and  Iroad,  Then  slowly  v/itV>er  in  despair 
Vends    shadows    and  cliimeric   mirth  Qf    their    onu  liollow    tones. 

As    listeners    applairi. 

MEDITATION 

Clara    i\i.     Saunders     -    State    '^  ,C.  ,     Vvorcester 

If    I   could   choose    immortality 

I'd   te    the   whisper    of    tie  waves 

Telling    their    secrets    to   the   mossy  shore. 

T'd  be    the   birch  The    impartial   breeze 

That    makes    pale   pointing    fingers  Scattering  diamonds    in    the    lake 

In   the    summer   dusk.  And   playing  ccmcertos    in   the 

A    jagged    rock  1'^"^^- 

That   shelters  wee    green  busbies  I'd   be    the   mellow  after    glow 

Cuddled   at    its    feet.  Of   purple 

On   the   hills. 

THE    VALLEY 

William  A.     Hover     -    U-     of    North    Carolina 

O   fair,    green   valley  of   so    long   ago, 

O  happy    land  where    as    a   child    I   knew 

The    fragrant    fern,    and   violet's   soft    blue, 

Hydrangea's  drooping  panicles    that    blow 

Like   drifting   snow   along    the    rocky  course 

ViTiere    speckled    trout    leap   skyward    through   the    spume, 

And    pine   and   honeysuckle's    sweet   perfume 

Rise    up   to  U^m  who    is    of    life    the    source, 

Who  blessing  man  has    given  him   the   Light 

That    he   might    see   and   hope    to   understand, 

Where    have    I    left    your    :  aths   O  gentle    land. 

How  came    I    on   this    road    that   winds    through   night? 

Where    have    j    lost   you,    valley   green  and   pure? 

And    from  whence   now  tliis   cloud   of   mist    obscure? 

TOMORROW 

James    A.     Emanuel     -    Howard    \j.  ,     Washington 

This   day  ri^kes    sport   of   my  desire, 
And    laughter    echoes   my   lament. 
M3'    joy    is    ransome^i  by   tomorrow. 
To  wliose    embrace    my   toil    is    bent. 

Tomorrow  will   descend    a   queen 
From  this   day's    own  pure    atmosphere, 
Diademr.ied    and    royal    gowned, 
Steadfastljr    throned   without   compeer. 

Her    sweeping    grace    shall    light    on  me, 
The   cheri sited    in   her    loving   sway; 
And    sweet    release    shall    find,    at    morn, 
This    luckless   duel    I  wage    today. 

Today   is   borne    on    fledgling  v/ings 

Weakened  where    my  eyes    can  see; 

Tomorrow   rides   with   eagles    strong  ^ 

Vv^hose    flight    jxaints    to   eternitj^ 
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A     SMALL     RAY    OF     LIGHT 

Joyce    V,     Jungclas     -    Rollins    C, 

Just   now   the    angels    spoke, 
For   a    little   child    -- 
Innocent   and   oblivious 

of   the   haze    and  Has    just   said, 

Doubtfulness    of  Qur  World    --  'Thaak  yo".    God. ' 

KEY 

Jane    Cook     "    Montreat    C=  ,     N      Car. 

I   had    the   key   to   the    treasure   chest, 

I    left    it    out    in   the   rain, 

I    thought    it  was    in  a   safe    place 

Until    I    should  come   again. 

Funny   I   did   not   know 

The   key  needed   constant    usee 

It   had    to  be    handled  with  care, 

Instead,    I   gave    it    abuse; 

So  now      you  see      the  key  is    gone 

And    I   can't    open   the    lock  alone 

RIG=VEDAS 

Carl    C      Schiffeler     -    Amherst    C, 

In   the   blackness    of   a    sleepless   night 

I    find    that    time   has   died 

While  blades  of  memory   long  since  dull. 

Now  sharpened  to  a  Godless  edge, 

Return  to  cut  and  mark  my  heart 

Spirit  hands  of  passions  and  of 

Hates  reach  out  with  iron  gloves  to 

Tear  the  breast  and  thighs  of  years, 

And  force  them  through  ^'V^tired     Smiling  lips  and  staring  eyes 

Reproach  me  for  my  appetite. 
Tears  mark  ^A^iere  I  But  time  no  longer  lives  and 

Fed  full  well  upon  the  I  when  J   have  bared  the  bones 

Torn  corpse  of  Time.  Shall  also  die 

THE    BROWN     LEAF 

William  H      Preston    -    Pennsylvania    State    C'. 

There    is    a   universal   pain, 

A  part    of    the   yearly  dying 

As    though      twere   misery   to    remain 

j-fuddled  and  warped   and    sighing 

Huddled    like    fists    too    tiny    for   hurt 
Whose    fingers   are   matted    together, 
Tlie    leaf    settles   down    in   the   covering  dirt 
In  the    changeable   autumn  v/eather 

Warped    in    the    mold   of   summer    s   excess 
The    leaf    is  a    caricature. 
Its   weakened    limbs    and    faded  dress 
May  only  a  day  endure 

Sighing  with  cur  led   up    lips    of    pain, 
The    leaf   bids    a   soft    goodbye; 
And    sadness   of   autumn  comes    again 
When  the    leaf   curls   up   to  die 
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PASSING     BY 

Rita    f.iary    Ann    Schoen         Trinity   C         Vt. 

Tlie    land    still   stands,    though   we   may  die. 
The    earth  gro\An    things    may  pass    us    bj^ 
The   earth  and    land  do  remain  on,    though  small 
It    is   not    something  which    is   ephemeral. 

THE  PINES 

Jack  W=  Wilkerson    U   of  North  Carolina 

Beneath   the    towering,    stately  pines    lies    a   bed   of   needles, 
as   aromatic   as    the    tree  which  bore,    the  nee        s 
that   now   rest    on  nature's    floor. 

Here    is   peace    and   quiet,    and   an  air    of    grace,    beneath   the 
pines,    while    in   the   distance      the   mountains    rise, 
unfolding   vistas    of  untold   beauty  to  mj'^  eyes 

Upon   this    carpet   nature   has    provided      a  place    for   man 

to  rest    his   head        This    place   gives    rise    to   thoughts 
of  peace  while    the    pines    are    sighing   overhead 

Bernard    E      Gloyhem         Rutgers     u         N    J,: 

Never    so  bright      the   cold   and    far    flung  stars 

5jor   heavier,    the    suniner    s    tender    truth, 
ilong    the    street    my  single   shadow   mars 
My   solitude    tlie    solitude    I    sooth 
Ever    the    same      the    stars    too  high  to  reach, 
They  hide    their   vastness.    dwarfed  by  all    tiie    sky  s 
Power    to  scorn   the    grandeur    stars    can  preach. 
Their    gleam  is    gloam  within  my   twiiit   eyes. 
Never    so   faraway,     the   peace    I  want' 
jvjever    so  distant,    all    I    11   never    hold 
I    lift    the    vision  all   my   life  would   haunt, 
And    lower    it        Tlie    stars,    the   stars    are   cold. 
So   shallow   the   day,    so  deep  the   night    I  walk. 
From  deep  within  corns    shallow  words    1    talk. 

THE     GYPSIES 

Douglas    fyfalcolm   Rideout  George    Washington 

Where   are    the   wandering   caravans, 
The  wagons    rolling    free? 
Where   are    the  magic  violins 
TJiat    sang  of    the   Romany? 

Wliere    are    the    laughing    flames 

of    camp-fires    in   the    grove? 

Where   are    the    dancing,    swirling   male's, 

And    the   dark-eyed   men   they    love? 

Have    they  reached    their   destination 
Beyond    some  distant   hill? 
Have    tlie    red  wheels   of    their  wagons 
^Ceased    turning    ....    forever    still? 

Or   do   they  happy  wander 

Through   eternal    summers    ...       proud? 

Where    the    red  wheels    sing   as    they   roll   along, 

Behind  yon   fleecy  cloud    ... 
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STILL     IS     THERE     .,,:.: 

Mary    Malta    Peters     -    Rollins    C     ,     Fla. 
It    is   not   enough        the   brain.  I*    is   not   enough;       the    heart. 

However    seared  with  thought  Though  secret    tears 

The   mind  may  be.  S^,T°-^  iK^^^K^!^    ^' 

Still    is    there   heart,    urging.  Still   is    there  body,    surging. 

It    is    not   enough?       the  body. 

Karsh  rapture   cannot 

Fuse    the   entity^ 

Still   is    there    spirit,    purging, 

THE     COURAGE     OF     YOUTH 

L.     Douglass    Harrell     -    Montreat    C- 

Quietly  she    stands,    her   eyes  wide    and  clear. 

The  wind    in  her   hair,    she    lives  without    fe^r 

In   the    glory  of    youth  her    future   all   planned    -- 

What   more   could   one    ask    for    than  she   holds    in  her    hand? 

Kers    is    the   glory   full  many  desire, 

Yet   humbly  she  wears    her   envious   attire. 

Silently     calmly,    she    gives    courage    to  all, 

NoVjiy  she    11   conquer  whatever  befall. 

Were    old    age    as    fearless   as    innocent   youth 

This  world  would   be  better  I   say   it    in   truth- 

OUTWARD     BOUND 

Francis    Story   Talbot  Cornell    U 

I    have    set    my  sail    for    a   city  beyond 

The    horizon 
A    truthful  Star  will   guide    me    to   its 

Harbor 
I    know  not  where    that    seaport    lies, 

And   calms    and   storms 
Will      for    a    time      stay  my   ship.    But 

That    star    is    there 
And   at    the   end   of   a    long  voyage 

I   shall    see,    at  dusk 
A    lighthouse      twinkling   in   its    port 

THE     LEAF 

Mary   Re ve nick     -    Wheat on    C 

I   see   a    leaf    falling 

Falling    from  the  highest  branch. 

I   watch    in   cotton      cushioned   comfort 

And  do  not   understand 

This   sadness 

Thie    flight    is    long  and   slow 
And   blue  between   the    branches 
Such  a  dry,    twisted    little    form, 
All    the    moisture   of    life    gone 
Caught    in    the  wind    for    finality. 

For    finality?      Therein   rests    the   coil 

Sinking      sighing      the   spaces 

Calling  at    your    heart    to  stop 

A  silent      soft   padded   god 

Gazing   into   frail    trails   of   spirit 
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DUSK 


Emmet t    W.    Harris 


Pastel   shades  bedim  the   sky. 
Hear    the   bed   time    lullaby, 
F>urple   shades    are    falling  nigh, 
Each   rose    awaits    the   dew. 


George  Washington  U- 

Soft    the   murmur    of    the  breeze 
Rustling   through   the    leaves 

of   trees. 
God   3    own  dusk     H^^s  hour    of 
ease  , 
Tomor r cw   s    fate    is   new , 


SONG     OF     SOLACE 

Harriett    George 

Sigh  of   dry  wind 
Through  the  barren  boughs 
Foi ever    and  now 


Goucher    C. 

Thirst    of    paiched   earth 
For    the  desert   cJoud 
Forever   and  now 


Moan  of  night    seas 
Ceasing  never 
Now  and    forever 


Eons   of    seasons 
In  dying   endeavor 
Now  and    forever 

Tears    from  heart    biers 
For  a   los  t  vow 
Now      -    only  now. 


THE    BRIDGE 


Mi  i ton    S       Leber 


I   crossed   a  rushing   river 
on  gigantic    triangles 
of  cold  gray  steel 
that   carried   a    roadway 
high  above    a   stream 

Crossing    the    choppy  waters 
below  chugged   a  puffing    ferry, 
its  wheels   churning  a 
foamy  pathviay. 

Far   below   the    surface 

of    this    busy  river, 

far  below  its    mucky  bottom 

I  knew   ttere  were 

tubes   carrying  a 

never-ending  stream 

of   r-;rs,    trucks    and    trains. 


New    Jersey    State    T 

In   t  he    s  ky  above   me 
I  heard   an  airplane 
roar   as    it  winged 
its    way   to   lar    places 

Ttet    night    I 
looked  up   into 
tire    sky  and   saw 
a  moon  and   many 
stars    and   planets, 
and    I  wondered.       » 


UNINVITED 

Marion   Hoyt     -    St 

The   heart    that   makes    too  merry 
With  presurtptuous   belief 
Must    sweef   her   house    to  entertain 
The   guest  whose   name    is    grief. 

After    the    last    round   of    the   song, 
The    last   slam  of    the   door, 
He  digs    his    secret   tunnel,    deep 
Into   the   heart's  core. 

He   brings   no   gift    in  his    grey  hand. 
No    joke    in  his   grey  head. 
He    thirsts:    his   hostess,    out   of  wine, 
Must    serve   him  blood    instead. 


Joseph    C. ,    West    Hartford 

He    keeps   a   sudden,    silent 

tryst; 
Kis    hostess    bears    the    shock 
With  one    eye   courteous,   with 

one   eye 
Furtively  on   the    clock. 
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COMPARISON 

Sunshine    Jones     -     Huntingdon   C     ,     Ala. 

People  are  like  tlie  grove  of  trees  that  stands  upon  the  knoll; 
No  matter  where  they  re  planted  or  their  past  deeds  be  untold. 
Where'er    they   lift    their   hearts    to  God  as    the   branches    of    the 

tree , 
They   interlock   as    friends    in    their    searching,    Lord,     for   Thee. 

A     PICTURE 

Helen    E.     Fleming         La    Grange    C,     Ga . 

A  picture,    a   painting    -- 

Thought    provoking   still, 
And    all    its   beautj' 

In  my  heart    to    fill. 
Semi    abstract    in  pattern 

For    the   wondering   one, 
Semi    realistic    in    shading    -- 

The    picture   nearly  done. 
The    touch,    the    final  dab 

From  the   artist    s   brush      - 
Love      the    title    read. 

And    then    time    s    hush    --     - 

EVENING  AT  SEA 

Kenneth  VV   Small  wood    Newark  C 

Beautiful,  naked  moon  has  awed  the  sea. 
Like  an  old  dream  that  haunts  the  solitude 
of  restless  minds   The  paths  of  memory 
Lead  to  untouched  depths  in  me.  Golden  hued 
Moonlight  kissing  the  deep,  so  dark,  dead  hopes 
Re  huilt  by  fancy  winging  thru  the  gleam 
Of  strangeness  on  the  Sunset  s  mistic  slopes 
Beneath  one  star,  so  lonely  as  the  dream. 

And  long  ago  I  saw  a  haven  in 

A  sunset  s  glory.  Distant  scenes  then  strain 

Back  to  me  thru  the  hushing  breath  that  sighs 

Within  the  panting  foam  an  echo  thin 

That  laughs,  Tomorrow  s  death  too.  will  chastise 

As  distant,  a  mystery,  like  love  in  vain. 

MEMORIES 

Inna    Winocour  Barnard    C 

Our    song    trembled    in   sea   stung   air 
Floating   into   dimpling  waves    unaware; 
Is    there    now   the    faintest    echo 
/'jnidst    the    frigid   shade    and    shadow? 
Does    our   melody   smile   and    linger    there? 

V/here   dunes    stretch   pale   and    lonely     When  darkness    creeps    upon   the 
Bathed    in   howling   melancholy.  land. 

Sobbing  deep  within   the   ocean   s  Slabs    of    orange   singe    the    sand, 

core.  Tliere   where   windmills   huddle 

Cringing   upon    that   desolate    shore  low 

Flames    a  poignant    memory  Against    a   streaked   and  bloody 

glow 
Two  phantoms    glide   by  hand    in 

hand. 
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I     WATCHED     THE     MEN 

Anne    Mason    -    Oglethorpe    U         Ga . 

I  watched    the  men 
Walk  down   to  work 
Clean    -- 
Happy   ' 

Singing    -- 
And    hours    later 

I  watched    them   return  For    the   mine   did   more 

Black    =-  Than  blacken   the    skin   •— 

Tired    -=  It    kept    a   part 

Grim    -=•  Of   all   these    men! 

Marlon    Hyatt     -    Barnard    C. 

I    shall    stand    on    the   edge   of   being 

And  stretch  my  soul   upwards 

Kopi  ng   t owa rd    life 

I    shall    lean  over    love    immaculate 

And    tremble 

Wishing   toward   pain 

I   shall    fall    through  perfection 

Toward    the   silence 

Be&uty  is   here 

When  I   reach  my  hand   to    the    trees, 

SLEEPTIME  THOUGHTS 

Gay    Fit  2ge  ra  Id  U       of     f,foj  th    Carolina 

Softlj'    '  yond  my  window  pane 
Falls    the    light   sweet   music      rain 
And    I  can  hear    the   blowing    trees 
Quench   their    thirst 
With  v/etted    leaves 

Wondrous    strange    it    seems    to   me 

How  Life    to  Life    inparts 

How  all    that    is 

Must    seek    to   find 

Likeness    unto   its   own  kincb 

AN    UNKNOWN     MUSIC 

Lucille    M      Bonaiuto         Alberfcus    Magnus    C 

In  the   veiled    labyrinth  of    my  mind 
I   hear    the  vegue      uncertain   rumblings 

of   an  unknown   music 
The    anticipation   of    its    coming    - - 
The    strangeness    of    its    theme       - 
Tlie    knowledge    of    its    presence 

frighten  me  Yet    its   peculiar    rhythm 

Slowly   it    begins  Fascinates    me 

Then  surging     pounding  Draws    me    to    it. 

Torments    brain  and   soul  And    heeding    it      I   marvel    at 

Till   I  cry  aloud    in  my   fear  its   power 

And   search   the   mocking   heavens,  Arrl  wonder   where    its    magic 

Ard    roam   the   darkened   night  sound   will    lead   ne  < 

for    its    phantom  origin  For   such  a    music   dares    to 

I   dread    it  lead    the    soul 
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AGAIN 

Tom   Curington 

Bear  your  son. 

Teach  him  to  grow  straight; 

to  think  straight; 

to  be  straight 

When   in  every  sense 

He    is    a   man, 

stand   back  and   admire 

your   handiwork. 


Middle    Georgia    C 


Then,    as  a    fitting  climax, 

send  him  off  with  others 

to  be  slaughtered  in  war 

like  a  herd 

of  stupid  swine 

going  to  water. 


BLACK     TEARS 

Doris    Charrier     =    Duke    U 

Transparent   drops    of   grief 

From  swollen,    black  eyes 

Fall  down   over   black  skin; 

Nervous   black  hands ^    with   light   palms, 

Twitch    in  the   darkness, 

Heavy;    tired  black    limbs 

Sway    in    the    rhythm  of    misery; 

From  what   depths  do   these    tears    rise 

As    they  pause    on  black    flesh 

And  drop  on  a    lace   blouse 

In  solemn  order? 


AWAKENED  HOPE 

George    L      Caley    = 

Evening   gives   way   to   night. 

From  out   of    the   mysterious    sweetness 

¥if    the    spangled   velvet, 
wo  phantoms 
Emerge. 

The    loneliness    flees.  ' 
Hope      with  her   drooped  wings, 
is    nvakened   by  a   kiss. 
Silently  the    sleeping,    wondrous 
Hope   soars    to   the  Heavens. 


State    T    C.  ,     MiHersville 

phamt  oms    -  -  ~  - 

Speak  no  words ! 

Ut te r   no   si ghs ! 

Let  your  eyes  look  up 

To  see  the  stars , 

Awakened  Hope  with  her    sister 

Faith 
Hovers    near 

To  guard  you  as    you  walk 

. Together! 


ETERNITY 

Mary   Clare    Dougherty 

You  who  made   my  eyes   keep  seeing, 
You  wh©  made   my  very  being, 
you  who    loved   and    thought    of    me. 
Made   me    love    anri    laugh  and  be , 
Made    the   winter's    bareness   warm, 
Kept   my  house   alive  with  charm. 
Went   with  God,    from  me    to  lide, 
But    live    and    stay,    yet  by  my  side. 

We    made  avow,    and  we  were    one. 
And   now   your    life    on  earth   is  done. 
Now  you-re    treading  where    angels    trod, 
For    you  have    gCHie    from  me    to  God. 
T   know    that   you   are    happy   there. 
And   soon   that   happiness    I'll    sliare, 
Fpr    the   day   is    growing  dark  and  dim, 
I    shall   soon   join  you   to  be  with  Him. 


Mar  ion    C 
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DAYS 

Robert    Louis    Stevenson    -    ^iddlebury    C, .     Vt 

If   ever    there  was    a   man   to  know 
From  where   his    tide   of   days  did    flow 
Then  he   could   count   each   lovely  wave 
Between  his   cradle    and   his    grave. 

A     THEME     OF     LOVE 

Ann    Louise    Kitts     and    Bertram   Bulkin 

Monmouth    Junior    C, 
Call  my  name    and    I  will   answer   with   thine   own. 
Vy'rite   my  name   upon    the   sands   of    time    .   .    -- 
And   yours  will    return  on   the    infinite    tides    of   eternity. 
Sing   my  name    in   song  and    I  will    hear    on  distant    hills       - 
The   echo  with  each  drop  of    rain   that    falls, 
As    tears   of   parting,    they  will    glisten   on    thy  brow. 
And   once    again    thy  name    I    11    call    -       -    as    I   do  now. 
I   hear    your   voice    in  distant    stirring  winds 
I   liear    your   sigh    tossed  by  unceasing  v/aves . 
I   strain   to  pierce    thy  walls    of  dusty,    partial    slumber    -- 
But   my   thoughts    are   mute  and    slow   to   speak. 

Can  this  be  death  that   keeps   our    souls   apart? 

JERUSALEM    DESTROYED 

June    Wilkins  We  lies  ley    C 

Pale   as    the   high  piled   bones    that    gleam  all   night 

In  the   cold  vale,    uncovered    to  the    rain. 

The  broken  Temple    lies    in   the   half-light. 

Its    stones,    scattered  with    grey   bricks    in    the    lane 

Under   the  stones   of  walls,    echo    the    t«at 

Of    somber    storm   from     the   deserted   plain. 

Forgotten    the   old    sound   of    revelers       feet. 

Stilled    is    the   voice    of    mirth,    the    bridegroom  s    cry, 

Tlie    gold   and    scarlet    robes    gone    from  the    street. 

Even   the    foreign   sword    is   dead  whereby 

Was    silenced    the    sad  prophet    s  word.     'How  long. 

Jerusalem,    will   ye  defile    the    sky 

With  unrepenting   offerings    and    song? 

Dead   the    fore ''filing   and    the   deed   of  wrong. 

THE     PARTING 

Helen    G       Sufrin  Pennsylvania    C  Women 

i\l.'    but    our    hands    Yad    separated   now, 

And    they  alone    related   us    in   space 

As,    with  hard   clinging,    they  would   disallow 

The    final    separation   taking  place. 

No   eloquence   remained   we    had   not    spoke; 
No  kiss    remained    for   kissing   on  our    lips; 
Perhaps    our    eyes    held   court,    but    they,     too,    broke 
Until    our    touching    lay   at    fingertips. 

There,    poised    like  dancers,    solemn-faced   and   stern, 

With   ceremony  ending    their   pavanne. 

We    let    fall   hands,    and   each  performed   a    turn. 

I   curtseyed    to    the   air,    for    you  were    gone. 

Claim  what    is    thine,    that   we    two      -    break  withstood    -- 
May  exit    from  love*s    ball   as   couple   should. 
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NAG'S     HEAD        ESCAPING    FROM    THEM , I     FOUND     HER.: 
William    Session    »    U-     of    North    Carolina 

Love,    let    the    flame    ring   out  Let    laughter    come    like    light 

tlie    crystal,    anvil   sound  to   the  void   on   the  dawning   in 

that    rends    the   hollow  doubt  the   sea,^ 

and    tears    the    tumult  down.  and    sprinj  le  rrisic    in   the   night 

ebbing  here   without    reality.        . 

ADOLESCENCE  ^  ^  «,       u  •       ^         ., 

Mariana    B.    Amram    -    George    Washington    U- 

My  world    is    not    the   magic    realm  of   childhood 

With  heaven's    glory  warm  upon   it    still 

Where  days    flow   swiftly,     flooded    in  enchantment, 

And    time    is    but    a  careless   dream  to   fill. 

My  world  is   not    the    tranquil   sphere    of  wisdom 

A  cloistered    globe      a   solitary  place 

Through  which  calm  thoughts   parade    in   slow   procession 

With  dusty  tread   and    contemplative    face. 

What    is    my  world?     A  searching   and    a   yearning, 

An  aching  will    to  know   and  understand 

A  carosel   of    fragnsntary   visions 

Whirling  before   me    just   beyond  my  hand 

RIVER     OF     LIFE 

Bunny    McCullough     -     Boston    U- 

As    I    strode   along    the    leafy  mantled   shore 

And    gazed   about   me  eyes   devouring   all, 

I  wondered  who  had   made    it    so      -    for 

My  Soul   had    felt    the    tug   of  Nature's   call. 

The    river,    peaceful,    silent,    smooth,    crawled 

Slowly  past    me,    mirroring   the    trees, 

Reflecting  cherubs    of    the   heavens.      Awed 

By  this,    I   stopped,    and  pondered    thoug'  tfully, 

Tte    earth,    the  moon,    the   sun,    the    stars,    and    life 

Are    things    so  deep   their  depth  cannot  be    found. 

The    river,     filled  with   tears   of   hate   and   stiife, 

With  disguising  sheen  of  God's    gold   hope    is  crown'd. 

A    face,    upturned    for    aid,    dark-ciouded ,    overcast. 

Will    glow,    and    faith,    once    lost,    will  come    at    last. 

LIGHTNING 

Virginia    Wall     »    Radford    C.  ,    Va. 

yellow  daggers   of    the   Devil, 

Slithering    through   the   sky  K 

V/ith   your    fellow  chorus    of    the    anvil  ^ 

Striking   cyrrtyals    to  defy   -- 

Bringing  <'arkness    to    the   earth 

From  your    lofty  towered  berth. 

Cease    your   evil   yellow   flashings; 
Withdraw  your    tongue   of    gold; 
Stab  not  with  ragged,    angry    lashings    -- 
Upon  our    lives    you  have   no  hold. 

Your   power    fades    'midst    the   heavenly   rafters, 
Your   chant    reverberates   and   rings 
Indistinct,    subdued    to  hollow    laughters 
By   the  Angel's    murmur ings. 
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MUSIC 

Geraldine    Ford     -    Montreat    C 

I   am   tired    today, 
Time    seems    to   lag; 
Into  my  heart 
Music  makes    its  way, 
Ard    then  I  am  glad. 

COMPLETE     CIRCUIT 

Dorothy    F-     Bristor     -    Greensboro    C. 

Xou   smiled 
nd    instantly 
My  heart    smiled   back   a    smile 
That    I   could   see   reflected    in 
Your  eyes . 

PANDORA 

Nancy    He ntz     -     State    T    C  ,     Mi  1 ler s vi 1 le ,    Pa 

I   often  wonder   what   she    s    thinking  of. 

She    sits    before   me  on   the   rug,    her    tail 

So  primly  curled   about   her    toes,    and   on 

Her   elfin    face    a   pensive,     far-off    look. 

A  velvet    paw   upon  my  knee      a    soft 

Inquiring   mew,    and   then   she    lands    upon 

My   lap.    a  purring    fluff  of    silky   fur. 

Sometimes    she    gets    impatient    too.    She    11    talk 

To  me   unendingly    in  kitten    talk, 

And  wcMider   why   I   cannot    understand. 

THRIFT 

Esther    C      Green         yeredith    C.       Raleigh 

We  have   so   little    time.      We   must  not    spend 

It   recklessly,    but    turn  each  hour    over, 

Each  golden  coin,    and    feel   its   vitalness 

Chipp  d   frcm  eternity.      And  we   must   share 

Each   token.      Watch  it    shine    and   hear    it    ring. 

And    place    it    on    the   counter   and    receive 

Its  worth.   We  have  too  few  to  spend  to  be 

But    thriftj'.      Think  what   we   can  buy      midsummer    s 

Lavishness      the    tide   of   crowded    streets, 

Tlie    jewelled    sea,     the    jewels    of    the    snow, 

A   storm  swept    sky,    the    regal    loneliness,     -- 

But    even  more      for    i  t   we    i^iool    our   coins. 

Oh!    then  we    can   afford   conpanionship 

And    laughter.      Rarest    treasures!      Oh.    we    11   see 

How   love   can  multiply  our    little   hoard. 

REX     MORTUUS     AFRICUS       (To  a  Dead  African  prince) 

Wendell    L-    Wray    -    Bates    C     ,     Lewiston,     Me 
I've    stood   upon    the    treeless    hill         I    look  upon   Te<i  fields    of   clay 
And   looked   about    on   fields    of   clay     And    see    the   barren   grave    that    s 
Seen   the    ravage    of   man   s  will  left; 

To    terrify   and   madly   slay  The    huddled   mass   which   sings 

A  brother      who  only  color    amiss  fear    s    lay   -- 

Was   l>rought    from  ancient    royal  The    land    is    gcaie    --    the    crown 

huts,  is   cleft. ' 

Stripped   of   crowns    and    lumbering   herds 
To    live   as    less    and   scratch  deep  ruts. 
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MODERATION 

Louis    Goldman         Brothers    C         Drew    \j    ,     NY.. 

He  v'io   sips   but   once    or    twice 

Will    never    cnrre    the   wine 

And    he  who    loves     but   not    too   fierce 

Will   never   weep  nor    pine, 

TO    THE     QUEEN    OF     PARADISE 

George    E       Walker  Johnson    C       Smith    U= 

Whisper!    Your    voice   will   shake    the   earth. 
Let   God    and    man  decide    its   worth 
j^eep   smiling,    God  still    smiles  with   you,. 
Frown  not    for  God  will    frown   sorre    too 

They  crowned   you  Queen   of  paradise, 
And    from  your    heart    the    sun  did    rise; 
Your    tender    smilr'-    brought   dawn  of  day 
When  B^aven  seemed    so    far    away 

Close  not   your   dreamy  eyes    again. 
An  angjy  ange  1   s   heart   will  pain. 
But    if    the    light   house    keeps    a    flame, 
The   heart    of   man  can  do   the   same 

AWAKENING 

Martha    B       Barton         Wellesley    C 

A   lovely    freshness    murmurs   everywhere 
Beneath   this    newly  painted   moon   the  niglit 
Lies    like  a   soft    gauze    curtain     holding   tight 
The  dancing      laughing   stars      within    the   air 
Tl-e    seashore  whispeis    faintly  over    there 
And   as  we    sail      tie    rudder    sets   alight 
The    starry  river,    gleaming    in  our    sight 
Oh!    feel   the    scent    of  water    in  our   hair! 

Long   have  we   known    the   magic   of    the    spring, 
But    new   the   earth  is    like   a   blissful  dream 
Of   moons    and    souls    and   myriads    of   charms. 
Tonight    the    winds   are   kind   and    softly   sing 
These   happy  notes    of    love    that   make  all   seem 
A  perfect   heaven    in   your    youthful   arms 

A     WOODLAND     DAFFODIL 

Albert    jsj,     i^amb     -    Rutgers    U» 

I    trudged   a  woodland  path  one  day         With  a    redness    that    inspired 

Through   lingring    snows    of   early  „,•...  ,  .^^^    ,    ..         ^        i 

j.,g  Withm   my  heart,    and    then  I        T 

And  ere    I  had   gone    very   far  .       fi  „.u  -f^ 

J   ^^  .     ,        .  My   flower  writhe   as    if    m  pain, 

I   came   upon   an  earth  bred   star,  Then  shrivel   up  where    it  had 

A    lovely  daffodil    in  blue  lain 

That    looked   at    me  as    though    it   knew     ypon  nry  outstretched  palm, 

A   greater    loneliness    than    I,  And   cold  and   clear 

And   knowing  not    that    it   w,-uld  die  Become   a   soothing  balm   -^- 

I  plucked    it,     for      twas    fair    indeed,    A  crystal    tear. 

Surpassing    flowers   sprung    from  seed; 

But   when   I  broke    the   stem   it   bled 

Profusely,    and    the    ground    grew  red 
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HAPPINESS 

Frederick    ^eardsley         St.     John    s    C 

Oh.    I   ve    seen   a    lot    today  Where   happiness    is   bound 

[vjoijntains    and  waterfalls.  By  nothing. 

Blue   streams    flowing  And    I    m  happy 

Grass    on   the    ground,  Even   if    I   haven   t   done    a  good 

Clear    skies    and  pleasant   hours  today. 

ALONG     THE     TOPS     OF     TREES 

Beatrice    Laskowitz         Barnard    C         Columbia 

Somewhere    along   tlie    tops    of    the    trees. 

There    is    a   scheme 

It    is    not    a  word   scheme    oi    one   of    system 

It    is    a    leaf   conspiracy 

Only   the   high   ones   are    menljers. 

And   tteir    theme 

js    homage    to   the  wind= 

You  sit   and   smile  at    them      -  AJony   the    tops   of    the    trees 

Such  servile,    bowing  movenents  !  Such  windstruck  confidence! 

They  should  be   boldest    there,  .,         So  do  the  bold  ones  bow, 

Bared    from  the    otliers  Hiding    their   brothers    .     ;  : 

WINTER     WARMTH 

Uastin    Kimball         Villa    j^jadonna    C         Ky. 

I  walked    through   the   snow 

To   the    top   of    the   hill 

The   wind   wrought   havoc    in  my  hair 

Ivly  shoes  were    thin   soled 

Id    forgotten  my   gloves 

^  -r    my  heart    felt  warm  with  the  beauty 

I    looked   all   around  me 

And    saw  nauglit   but    snow 

Relieved   by   the   black  of  bare    branches     .. 

The  wind   howled    in    the   valley  below 

But    the    smoothness,    the   brightness 

Thie   stillness,    the   v/hiteness 

Made  my  heart  warm  to  be    'mid   such  beauty 

THE    CANAL        GHENT 

Leslie    p      Rupprecht     -     Se t on    H^ 1 1    C 

On  an  on   the   waters    glide. 

They  make  no  sound 

And    bear   no    ships    of   ocean  wide. 

The   only   thing   they  seem  to   know  ' 

Ts    that    the   barges   come   and    go. 

The    only  thing    they  seem  to  say 

Is    that    the    present  drifts    away, 

And   merges   with   the    long-forgotten  past, 

Until    all    things    that    are    todaj^ 

Are    lost    in   some  mysterious  way. 

The    old,    with  all    their  memories,    are    gone. 

The   monuments    of    stone    stand   on. 

Tine    and  Eternity     await. 

We  write    our   names 

In  gliding  waters    inarticulate. 
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EVEN     AS     THESE 

Warren    Lane    Molton 

As  drops   of    rain   to   roses    are, 
As   sunset    to  an  evening  star, 
As  bubbles    to  a   babbling  brook, 
As   nxjonbeams    to  the    lovers      nook, 
As   violets    to   a   mossy  knoll, 
As    beauty   to  a    loving  soul. 


Wof ford    C, ,     S   Car . 

As    scented  breezes    are    to  May, 
As    laughter    to  a  child  at   play. 
As    'Sweetheart'    is    to  words 

divine, 
So   is,    My  Love,    your    heart    to 
mine. 


EXTRAVAGANCE 

Dolores    Drucker 

This    little   ode    is    in  defense 
of   everyone    s    extravagance. 

Most    all    folks    one    thing    like 

to  buy 
That   with  their  budgets  don   t 
comply. 

It   may  be   movies      socks,    or   hats 
Or    buying  milk    for    hungry  cats. 

Now      -    if    these   movies,    hats, 

or    socks 
Help   soften   some   of  Life    s    tiard 
knocks . 

If   cares    are   made    to  seem  much    les 
Through  a  bit    of  purchased  happine 


Millersville    State    T    C 

And    if    the   cost    is   not    too  high 
Of   these    things    that   one  wants 
to  buy    - 

I   say  to   these   excessive   buj'ers 
It's    right    to  get   what  one 
desires , 

And   now    I    think    it's    only    fair 
Vi'ith  you   my  secret    kept    to  share 

This    little   ode  was    in  defense 
of   my  very  own  extravagance. 


s 
ss, 


WAR     S     CRIME 

Jessica    Nason     -    Endicott    Jr.     C 

What    is    this    thing  called  J^ife    that   mans    pugnacious    nature    fights 

As    if    the    grave    his    only   goal, 

As    if   by   living    long  and   hard, 

He   will   have   earned    the  birthright 

That    only  one   man  dared   to  sell? 

This   high  stake    is   placed  by  each  man  upon  his    life    alone, 

That  with  which  his    brother    is   endowed   may  be   crushed   and   tranpled 

rp.,,         liu  luir^.  A  in  the  dust. 

Till   only  the    soul  be    left   unmarred. 

Who   is    this   man,    that   he   should    take    from  another    the    inalienable 

To  breathe   the    sweet      clean  air.  ^^^ 

To  watch   the    scng  birds'     flight? 

Is   he    the   man  who,    when   the  Reaper    gathers    up  Lis    flowers 

Shall    stand    in   great    humility   and  pride    and   say.      This    is  my   task,' 

And   know   the   answer    is     Well  done? 


DAYBREAK 

Mariagrazia    Merlanti 

Soft    misty  morning    fog, 

Filling  dawn  with  romance 

Is    to   night    as    an  epilogue. 

Flinging  wide   an  entrance 

For    injured    souls    to    find   a   healing 

Balm,    life-giving  and   revealing. 


-    Maryvi 1 le    C 
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POEM 

Boris    Semasko    ~    Rutgers    y. ,     New    Brunswick 

A    fetus    moon  with  seeming    labours 

forces    itself  out    of    the   dark  cloud's  worf . 

It    sends    its    first    voiceless   cry   to   the   world 

in  a  quivering  sound  wave 

recorded  on    the    river's   moving  waters. 

AFTERMATH 

Bruce    G.     Geary    =    Wagner    \iemorial    Lutheran   C 

He   sits    in  a   vacuum  at    tlie  world's    height; 
Around   him  spins    a   spheroid  of   crushed  hopes; 
Forces    that    professed   to  be   of    this    mundane ■ s   might 
Lay  sbiattered   and   stilled  among   their   achieves. 

He   sits    in  peace   and   solitude, 
And   before   him   the   upheavals    of    strife 
Are   visible  at    his   neighbor    s  door; 
Boundless   and  bare,    they  are   everywhere. 

That  dire    terror  which  waits   yet    unrevealed 
Deep  within   the   blackened   caverns   of  H^ll 
Can  but    be  perceived  by  him 
Withstanding  death     til   all    hope  be    gone, 

SONNET'     III 

Eric    F      Rhodes     -    George    Washington    U- 

When  winter    has    fallen   and    frost    is    laced 

Across   my  window  pane.    I  wish    in  vain 

For    summer    daj/s    again,    one    more  warm  rain. 

Because    I'd   rather    hear   bird  calls    calling; 

For    Id    rather   not   see    snowfalls    falling. 

But  warm  days  are    fled,    the  earth  s   cold   encased, 

Vvhen  winter   has  v/aned,   when  grass    is    growing 
By  amazing  measures,    j    forget   pleasures 
of  snowbound    leisures,    of  Christmas    treasures. 
I  watch   the  wonder    of    spring  buds   budding, 
I   hear   the    thunder    of    spring    floods    flooding; 
I    love    spring   plowing,    planting   and  hoeing. 

Yes,    I   often  despair    of  winter's   cold 
But    the  wonder   of    spring  never    grows    old. 

SONNET    ON    ADMIRATION 

Jameson    Jones     -    U-     of    Kentucky 

Could    I  be  wrong   in  doubting  what    you  say 
Of    love,    especially  when  you   say   to  me, 
'I    love    you'?     Could    it    be    you    lie?      Oh,    naj'! 
Your    feelings,    hid,    are    those    you  cannot    see. 
Th'    uncertain    land  between  the    real    cmouv 
And  predilection   --    land  where    heart    is   blind    -- 
Is  where   you  now  unknowingly  assure 
Me    that    (alas!)   blind  also   is    your    mind. 
I  doubt   you  when   you  say,     'T    love    you,    dear,' 
In  part,    because   your   eyes   do  seem   to  speak 
More    than  your    tongue   does    speak    --    and   how   I    fear 
Your    eyes   are    right;    your    love    I'll    cease    to  seek. 

'Tis   admivation    in   your   eyes    that   makes 

Me   understand  your    *  love »    and    your  mistakes. 
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FUTILITY 

Ray   Eichmann    =    Rutgers    {j. 

While    sitting   on  a    stump. 

Watching   a  woodland    fire. 

I   chanced    to    find   the   key  To  disappear. 

To  my    innermost  desire    --  To  vanish. 

To   rise    up   to  the   heavens  With  nothing. 

In  a  wisp   of   mighty   flame.  As    j  came. 

MAY 

Mary    Fuller     -    Middle    Georgia    C. 

May   is    a  princess  with  a    fillet    in  her    hair; 
In   her    lap  are    posies,    and    she  wears    a  woodland   air. 
She  walks   on  grass   of  emerald?:    --    a   sapphire    is    her    sky. 
Her   breath   is    of    gardenias       -    come   see   her    tripping  by! 

Light    and   lilting   laughter   dance    from  both  her    eyes.; 
r^ow  she    is  a   coquette    -      takes   you  by  surprise 
She  wafts   delightful    fragrance  hear    her    gently  stir, 

Hawthorn  and   mimosa  blooms   accortpanying  her 

Gay  and  dulcet   are   her    charms,    a    fascinator    she 
She   has   charmed    the    atmosphere    for  every  bird   and   bee. 
Every   fish    from  osier    s   umbrage   peeps   as   she  comes   by. 
Every  elf    loves    her    approach      ■•  why  not    you  and   I! 

EPITAPH 

Dolores    K^"rick         Mirier    T    C         Washington 

Strange    place!     to  which   I  ve    come 

In  blindness   and    felt   my  way 

Into    the    spheres    of  Life      into  some 

Dim  palace      -    some   castle       -    but   did   not    stay. 

Into  that    golden  sanctuary  where  withered  years 

Feed    the   avid    flame   of   Hope,    and   burn 

A    grief    into  my  breast   which    I   cannot    smother  with   hot    tearst 

Then     stumbling,     in   senseless    stupor    turn 

Toward   the    calm  sea   of  Solitude 

To   sit    upon    her    shores,    now  worn 

By   tides   of  Time      now    richly   ir±>ued 

With  a  pregnance   of   beauty  not    yet    born 

Hence.    I    retreat  while  worlds    in  splendor    rust. 

And    marry  my  wayw/ard    soul    unto   the   dust. 

ON     SEEING     WITHIN 

Mildred    M      Steele  U       of    Kentucky 

I  would  not   hear    a    tale   unkind    today. 

I  want    to  keep  my  vision  always   clear; 

I   want    all   erring   thoughts    to  pass    away. 

To    let    the   surface    things    soon  disappear. 

A    friend   had    failed    to  understand    the   weak 

But    struggling    heart   of   one   so  dear    to  me. 

Then  wondered  why   I  would  not    let   her   speak 

Those   cold      gray  words,    tho    true    they  seemed   to  be, 

our    friends    all  need   our   help   to   find    the   goal, 

A   steadfast    light    to  guide    them  to   the   end, 

Sharp,    cruel  human   judgments    scar    the   soul, 

It    should  be    love   and    faith   that  we   extend. 

So   short    the    time   of    life,    so  much   to  see. 

Seek  out    the    sun  and    let    the    shadows   be. 
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STAR     PENDULUM 

Ann    Moyer     =    Waynesburg    C. ,    pa . 
Star, 
Gleaming, 
Sparkling  thing 
Hung  high  upon 
The   heaven»s    far   crest   of  blue,  j^^    ^^^^  strength    it 

f^^^'  drew 

Seeming  From  ages    gone. 

But    to  swing  Softly  sing, 

Until    the  dawn  Dreaming 

Breaks    forth   in  ruddy  hue.  Star. 

JUST    READ     A     POEM 

Elizabeth    MiHer     -    Montreat    C  = 

A  poem  is    such  a    lovely   thing.       It    takes 
your    mind    from  this   mad  world  where    all 

Xhe   people   seem  to  rush  and    run  with  never 
time    to   breathe.      When  all   you've  done   is    dash 
To   this   and   next   be    late    for    that    and    then 
Remember    that    you've    still    left   out    so  much 
You  meant    to  do      -    just    take   the    time    to   read 
A  poem   -'    a   poem  that    s    long,    a  poem  that's    short, 
A  poem  of    love   or    trees,    or    one    that    tells 
About    the    s    as.       It   doesn't   matter   which 
It    is.      just    read    a  poem   -=    for    fun. 

MOTHER     NATURE 

Selvi  Vescovi    -  William  and  Mary  C, 

The    rain.  The    night 

How   it   does    fall!  How    it    is    black! 

It=s  cool   and   satisfying.  It's   dead  and  mortifying. 

The    fog.  The  day. 

Kof-v   it   does    crawl!'  Hew    it   attracts! 

It    s   unique    and   mystefying.  It's   alive   and    glorifying. 

The    snow. 

How  it    is   white! 

It's   soft    and  purefying. 

The    sleet.. 

How   it  does    bite! 

It's-  cruel    and  damifying. 

IMMORTALITY'S     SECRET 

Joseph    Macekura     -    George    Washington    U- 

Searching  ever    for    the    tale 
of   Life's    inmortal    secret, 

Sidden  with  unnatural    toil, 
s   Fate  would  decree    it. 

Alas!      The    treasure    is    bared, 
I    gaze   upon   it    in  obsession, 
The    unattainable    secret    store 
Has    always   been    in  my  possession. 

I    looked t    again  and   anew  ^ 

With  amazed,    unbelieving  e>es,  '  "^ 

There    lay   frivolous  Love, 
Enveloped    in   soothing   sighs. 
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TO    THE     NEi 


YEAR 
Don   R 


Hammerman     =    State    T    C.  ,     Tows  on,     Md 


Be   patient  with  us.    New  year 

As  we    strive    to  gain  a    foothold 

On  ourselves 

And    build, 

And  pull  together 

This  war -torn  world; 


And  try  to  make  sense 
From  the  senseless. 
And  seek  to  understand 
The  misunderstood 


PRAYER 

Leonard    Silver     =    Temple    U 

If  yearning  - 

Like  that  of  God's  dry  earth 

for  rain 
To  again  make  it  whole   - 
Is  love, 

I  love  you. 


If  to  be  loved 

By  one  loved 

Is  riches 

I  dwell  in  a  palace 

Shining  in  rehenbrance  of  your 

nr    J  I,        i       beauty. 
Warmed  by  youi  love 


If  your  whispers  be  joy, 

I  dance  to  the  fascinating 
music 

If  your  touch  be  happiness. 
My  heart  is  content 

And   if  the  fidelity  of  your 
love 


Be  a  work  of  God 
I  pray 


A     SONNET     FOR     OCTOBER 

Mary   Cathnrine     3stmann         Dunbaiton    C: 
The   year    is  dj'ing   slowly  now      and    soon 

V/inter  will    tread    tl>e   eartV    v-ttb    icy    feet 
No  more  will   summer    song  birds    greet    the   moon 
Gone,    too     will  be    the   brightly-blended   hues 
of    scented   blossoms      -    garden  bred   and  wild; 
The    fast  descending  evening  hours  will    lose 
The    laughing      playful   echoes   of   a   child 
NOW  comes    a    sombreness    to  all    the   earth    -= 
Nature    s    joy   resolves    into   a   calm 
youthfulness    has    carolled   of   her    mirth    - - 
Maturity  now  chants   a   quiet   psalm 
Autumn  comes,     it    seems      to  signifj' 
How  nobly  all    the    silent   creatures   die 


SONNET 

Floye    Mullinaux  \J      of    Kentucky 

The    sun   s   withdrawn  his    last   cold    ray  of    light 

And  winter    night   lias    closed  her    curtains       folds    ,     ;  . 

No   leaves    are    on    the    trees       -    the    chilling  blight 

Has    turned  each  breath  of    life    to  death  earth   holds 

No   greater    quiet    than   this        A   static   peace 

Lies    like   a   blanket      far    as    one   can   see 

And  dulls    the    flame   of    life,     the   season   s    lease 

Holds    sway  within  my   heart       =   how  can   J   he 

Alive   again  v/hen  Spring    s    first    buds    appear? 

Hew/  can   I   open  uf.-   this   darkened   tomb 

That    is   my  heart       -   hov;  may   I   banish    fear 

That    I  will  be    interred  deep   in   the  womb 

Of    earths     'ere   I   can  sing  my   song    -=    'ere    I 

Can  break  my  heart    for    love   and  va\s\v  to  die? 
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EDUCATION 

Bob    Powell     -    U=     of    Georgia 

To  You 

All   youth   is    given 

For    your    loveliness  Gbd-born, 

For  beauty  lies    in  Knowledge, 

In  You, 

A     RAINBOW 

Velma    H^rt     =    Nazareth    Academy^    Rochester 

A  misty  sky,    through  v/hich   the    sun  was    good  enough   to  smile; 
Some    filmy  bits    of   angel-lace,    in   many  brilliant   hues; 
An  artist's   Hand,    the  Hand  of  God    to  deftly  pile 
These  wisps    of    lace   up  in   the   sky, 
And   sprinkle    them  with  dew 

TODAY 

Ralph   Curry    °    Western    Kentucky    State    T    C. 

We    mine    the    silver  dignity.  We   err? 

We   cast    the    lead   stupidity  We    are    the    golden  man 

We    forge    the    steel   courage  We   are  'Yo<l0u\i)  = 

And    polish  the   chromium  conceit.  \ie  \i\\De   \ 

We   are    smiths   of    the    iron  enthusiasm 

LOST     SOULS 

Kelen    Stuart    de    Murguiondo    =    William    65    M^ry 

The    sombre  weary  column  slowly  moves 

Through  dingy  streets    along    the   painful  way 

To  doom     and    up  above    on   sunwarmed    roofs 

The   birds-    sweet   morning  song  proclaims    the  day. 

Above,    the   voice  of   church  bells    ringing  ^jass  , 

Below,    the   solemn   clank   of    iron  chain 

And   tortured    sighs    as   conquered    life    goes  past" 

Men  once    they  were,    but    only  ghosts    remain 

For    these,     the    living  dead      life    has   no  hope 

For    them  existence   means    an  endless    path 

The   cutting     dragging   chains    and   tugging    rope; 

And    scorching  whip  born    for   a   master's  wrath 

For    these  we   mourn        Is    this    their    rightful    fate 

Or   has   the  word  of  God   been    found    too    late? 

SONG     OF     THE     NIGHTINGALE 

James    C      Lyda     -    George    Washington    U= 

Silvern   ferns    amidst    the   verdantry, 

Diana    lies   and  waits    for    thee, 
O   leave    thy   task   and   come    to  me, 

O  come    to  me     O  ccme    to  me 

The    flowering   scent    of    forest   breeze 

Through  blooming  boughs    of   moonlit    trees. 

Sighs    forth  the   balm  of   Spring, 

While  dance    the    fire   and    fairy  fly, 

The  will  =  o'-the  wisjj  and    the  whipoorwill 

To    love  J    the  night,    and  nightingale „ 

Silvern    ferns    amidst    the   verdantry, 

Diana    lies    aid   waits    for    thee, 
O  leave   thy  task  and   come    to  me, 
O  come    to  rne  ,    Q  come    to  me  . 
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MAYBE 

G.    Reed    Hamilton    =    Union   C=     Schenectady 

Snx)ke   rising   in   the   sky  on  a   cool   clear   day, 
A  plane    speeding  west,     far   away   -- 
What    is    for    us,     the    little    ones? 

Find    it;    somewhere,    it   will   come. 

Days,    years,    centuries   pass; 

To  us?     No.      But    to  others,    yes. 

ACCLIMATED 

John    V=     Graham    =    Georgetown    u*  ; 

All   right    .... 

give    me   my  gun. 

hand   me    my  uniform. 
I   know  what    I   am  to  do. 
T   was    reared   at    this. 

Ttie    records  were   played    in   my  nursery, 
I    read    the    manuals    in   school. 
I  did   your  work    for    a  number    of   years   circa   1940^ 

All   right  , . . , 

give    me  my  gun, 

ship   me  out. 

but  don' t    try  to  explain  why. 

SPRING 

S.     J,     Moritz     -    U-     of    Bridgeport 

I    felt   a  warmness    in   the  wind    -- 

Where   was    it    yesterday? 

Ah,    Spring,     'tis   your    laughter    makes    me   start! 

You    laugh  and   run  away. 

And  like   your    fickle  women-kind, 

You  never   pause    to  weigh 

The  prankish  deed   upon   the    aching  heart    -- 

you  laugh  and    run  away. 

Some   day   I   know   that    you  will    find 

f]e    ^one .      What  will   you   say? 

V.'ill   you   search  the   clouds,    the  earth,    the    hearth, 

or    laugh  and    run  away? 

THE     THORN     AND     THE     ROSE 

Flora  Oliver  -  Wilson  C. 

In  jest  I  let  fall  the  bitter  seed; 

It  readily  found  its  berth. 
And,  lo,  in  its  season  it  brought  forth 

A  prickly  thorn  in  my  garden  of  mirth! 

With  care  i  planted  the  silken  sweet  seed 

And  watched  it  gloriously  grow 
To  become  a  radiant,  ravishing  rose, 

Its  fragrance:  a  joy  for  me  to  know. 

And  there  in  my  garden  the  struggle  wages 

Between  the  roots  of  the  thorn  and  the  rose. 

The  beauteous  buds  are  a  comfort  to  me, 

But  the  thorn  with  the  rose  still  grows. 
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TODAY'S     TOPHET 

Frank    Walls     »    Oglethorpe    U" ; 

The    fireplace  The    fire    is    increasing 

Its    sooty  black  bricks  My   thirst    for    you 

Are  my  dark    future  ^j^^    j^^  burning   is   my  mind 

Its    fitful    fire  It    is    the    last    log 

Is   my    life   t-eing   spent  Heart   and   soul    are   ashes 

In  hopeless   striving.  Along  with  my  past 

TABOO 

Jesse    Ehrlich    -     H^irvard    C. 

It    is    in   compliance  with 
The   night   atmosphere    of    taboo 
Your   primitive    sight  discards 
Its  bright    heliotropism,. 

Fixes   now  upon  dark   corners 
And   shadows   under    tired  eyes. 
Peers  behind,     into    the    spaces 
Distorted   and  v;ounded ,    of    a  mirri. 

Nor    asks   a    reason    for    the    ban^ 

Nor   spends    revolt    against    it, 

But  with  set    and   calculated   scowl 

Puts    away   love    light    and  strikes    raw  sparks 

THEN 

Doris    Ethel    Helms  ^^oravian    C       for    Women 

When  crocus   bi.Kls    peep   thjough  departing  snow, 

And   trailing  pink   arbutus  does   appear. 

And    hyacinth-blue    skies   present   a   show, 
-    And   billowy  clouds    sail    in    the   atmosphere. 
It's    spring, 

V\lien  plow  and    tractor   break   the  waiting  ground. 

And    seeds    are   planted    for    a   needed    yield, 

And  dandelion   in    green   array   is    found, 

And   bashful    sprouts   of   onions   are    unsealed. 
It's    spring 

When  robins    sing    their    song    to  me      -   and   you, 

And   buds    are   bursting    forth  on   every   tree^ 

And    smiling  April    makes    her    sweet  debut. 

y\nd    urgent    yearnings    seem  like   ecstasy, 
it'S   spring! 

AFTER     DEATH 

David    A       jsaacs     -    jsj^w    yc^^k    U 

Darkness    crept    and  covered  all,  To   seek  a    land  where   all   souls 

And   the   hour,    it   was    late  go, 

I   was    afraid    of    the    inevitable.  To   live    a    fairer    life 

My  rendezvous  with  Fate  And    then   I   had  no    fear    at   all, 

Yet    through  the  mist   of  Death  For    I   saw   you   smile 

Sou  came  As    if   to  say  that    you'd   be    near, 

B    hand  Beside   me      all    the   while. 

And    as    I   softly  spoke    your   name. 
We    soared   above    the    land 
We    left    this    place    called  Earth     be  low j 
With  all    its   storm  and   strife. 
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MELANCHOLY 

Joanne    Weaver     -    Waynesburg    C. 

:.     Life   worth    living?  ^^^    ^^^^^    ^^^   enchants    you 

Tie    trees  lear    leaves,  with    its    glow. 

And    they  die.  Then  silently,    as    it    canie ,     - 

Children   play   and   are    kappy  --  it    goes. 

For   a    time.  j^    j-f^  \^,orth    living? 

Music    rises    to  a   glorious   peak,  ^^^^^   ^j..^,      ^  , 

But    the   song  ends. 

GUADALCANAL    POSTCRIPT 

Saul    Sorkin     ~    Lowell    Textile     Institute 

And  then,  to  see  tlie  stn  when  all  is  still; 
To  watch  the  gold  flecked  night  disappear; 
The  earth  grow  warm,  alive  beneath  your  feet, 
Returning  strength  extracted  by  a  previous  dial. 

Long  not,  lost  comrade  of  a  fallen  year. 

Your  coral  tomb  has  little  room  for  God. 

And  they,  of  whom  you  once  were  vital  part, 

nave  ceased  to  hear  your  trembling  wind  stilled  voice 

And  know  you  only  when  a  flag  is  flown. 

Forgotten,  unrecalled  but  by  the  stubborn  grass 

Listening  intently  beneath  a  puzzled  palm. 

SHE     SMILED     AT     ME 

Paul    Christian         Alderson    Broaddus    C. 

I    am  like    to  one    full  with  drink. 

Half    mad  with  passion  and    its    rites 

She   smiled    sweetly  at   me    i    think. 

Fairest,    queen  of   all  wights.  -s 

I    am   like    to  the   astronomer    of  old 
Vv'ho    fixed   his    glass    on  an  unknown   light 
And   half   afraid    shivered;     then  grew  bold 
Shouting    in  wild  delight. 

Blessed   and    in  the  blessed    realm 

Am   I,    she    smiled    so  gently  at   me 

I    think.       I    have    lost   my  steady  pace 

And   drift   helplessly  about    in  uncertainty. 

REFLECTIVE 

Lucille    Ho 11  ad ay         Georgetown   C    ,    Ky. 

My    father,    I    remember    those   young  years. 

When    life  was    tremulous    with  early  morning   thought; 

Your   eyes  were   very  young,    I   had  no    fears, 

And    home  was    all    the  paradise    I   sought. 

But    years   piled   up  and  nrrw  your   eyes   are   old, 

And   change    is    still    time   s   ceaseless,    subtle    feat, 

Sow  vacant    is    the   heart    when  dreams  unfold, 
eluctant,    wasted   years    grow  bittersweet. 
But    you,    my   father,    are   as   changeless    as    your    land, 
And   tali    and   strong   as    fields   of   corn  you   plow, 
YOU  are   honest    like    the    soil    on  which  you   stand, 
Remembering,    perhaps ,    that   paradise    is   now. 
And   your    undaunted   spirit   can  never   be   outdone    -- 
God    grant    to  me   a  portion  of   your    likeness    to  His   Son. 
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THE    FROST 

Willoughby    Newton    -    U       of    Virginia 

The    frost   which  settles   on   the    grass. 

On  pine   and    fir    in  early  morn, 

Makes   all    the  world   a   silver   paradise, 

Until    the  sun,    out    of  exile, 

Sweets    across    the    sky  at   noon 

And  melts    the    frozen  moisture    on   the  leaf 

Then   it    seertB    the  world    is   drenched    ii .    tears. 

ESCAPE 

Catherine    yoyos     -    State    T    Co,     Bridgewater 

As    I    sat    on   the  window -seat,  Somehow   I   knew   that    music  was 

(Xk    cold   and  dismal   day.  The    height    of   all   our    thought. 

My  gaze  was    fastened   on   the  For    then    J   knew   that   music  was 

throng  The   outlet    that   we    sought. 
That    rushed  by  on   its   way. 

Some   carefree;    debonair,    and    gay, 

Some    toil-worn      slow,    and   silent, 
Some  deep   in    thought,    or   deep    in    love, 

As   down   the    road   they  went- 

knd ,    as    I  watched,     I   seemed    to  hear 

A   song    i;  on   the   air, 
A  song    that    echoed    through   the   streets 

To  make    the   day   seem    fair- 

TWILIGHT     RAirj 

Joyce    Hughes     -    Drew    U- 

Silver    streamers   of    twilight    rain, 

Pools    of    mercury      slanted    skies, 

Silent    raindrops    in   your   eyes 

And    in     mine,    soft,    momentary   lives, 

Falling   swiftly,    each  one    the    same, 

Losing  themselves  in  ripples  of  rain, 

And   everywhere    a    sweet    surprise, 

Rustles,     faint    tremblings    tliat    arise 

As    the    silvery  drops    of   sunmer    rain 

Beat   on   the  bodies    of    ripe   young   grain. 

On  blades   of   grass   close   by   the    lane, 

On   the   maple's    leaves   and  Queen  Anne's    lace, 

Against    your    rain-splashed,    upturned    face 

ON     ONE     DEPARTED 

George    A      Elliott;     m     -    Colgate    U. 

The    gentle   champion   has    left    the    field; 
Lands   unconqtered,    bulwarks    yet    to   sv;ay. 
He   lieard    the    reaving    trurrpet    call    to  yield 
And    hastened   calmly   on   the    airy  v/ay. 

How  often  did   he   conquer    untaught    man      - 

While   others    fought   and    louder    acts   were    known. 

He    hallowed   humble    living  as    a    fan 

To   hide    the   deeds;     the    good   that  was   his    ovn. 

For    those   who    lived  within  his    guiding    light 
And    those   who   struggle    toward   an  equal    goal, 
He    left    the    field  of    life   a    guide    to   right 
A.nd    left   behind    a    fragment    of    his    soul. 
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MASK 

Irving    Paul    Rothberg         Temple    U- 

The    daylight   hours   across   my   face 
in  shifting    intensities    reveal 
The  Man     —    hard  and    proud, 

Never    touching    the    truth   that    once 
They  re  west      I   bury  my   face    in 
The   breast   of   night   and   sob    aloud. 

A     MAN    WITH     A     WILL 

Richard    Borke  Georgia    Tech, 

Whenever    the   question    is   asked   of   me 

What    kind   of   man  do   I  want    to  be. 
The    reply  I   speak   gives    my  heart   a   thrill, 

I  want    to  be   a   man  with  a  will.  ' 
A  man  with  a  will    that    s    pure    and    true. 

For    a   Iran  can  have    a  bad  will    too. 
Biit    a   rrsn  with  a  will    that    s   strong  and   right:  ■ 

A  man  with  a  will    that    s    full   of    fight, 
A  man  with  that  will  will   see    it    through 

Whate    er    he    sets    his    mind    to  do. 
He    1 1  keep  on   going      cone  what    rmy 

And    in    this   man  s  world   he    11   make   his   way 


FALLEN    BANNERS 

Anne    Ulaki  Beck  ley    C         W      Va 

Banners   dragging.-  tiarrpled   by  many   feet 
Mocked   at   by    life    s    incsssant   beat. 
Each  day  makes    some    small  dent. 
Banners   by   time    s   passage    rent,, 

At    tlTe   beginning   spotless      flying   high 
Dragging   a    little    as    time   goes   by. 
Sagging  a    little   more    each  day. 
As    time   s    passage   holds    sway 

Jeered   and    mocked  at   by  passers   by, 
Fallen  banners    that    once    flew  high. 
Dusted    off    again  by  kindly  hands 
Once   more   proudly   in  their    stands. 


THE     AWAKENING 

Margaret    J      Robbins  Davis    Elkins    C 

From  a  chasm  of    infinite  despair    -- 

The    depths    of   abject    loneliness    and  woe, 

Thy  voice    pierced   my   fervent   soul;    and    lo. 

My  cloistered  heart    thrilled  with   joy  so  rare 

That    scarce    such  pure      exquisite    pain  could  bear. 

Oh   thou,,    who  art    the    chosen   one   of  God, 

To  make   of  earth  a  place  where    angels    trod, 

How  shall    I    tell    of    the    glory  I   wear 

Wrapped   about   me   as    a   mantle   gold; 

Embroidered  with  happiness    so  supreme 

That    joy  darK^es    from  the   hem  of    each    fold? 

When    in   your    eyes    I    see    mirrored    the    gleam 

of    love,    which   fills   my  being,    I    then  hold 

In   truth,    the   ecstasy  of  which   I  dream 
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THE     COMMAND 

Harriett    Gevirtz     -    Hunter    C 

Charter   a  cloud! 

I   wish    to   ride    upon   the   wind 

And    pluck    the   petals    from  a    star 

And    crumble    them  within  my  hand 

And    sprinkle    them  on  mountain   tops 

Are!    laugh  '"hen  all  my    little    friends 

Tliink    it    is    sncw . 

STREETLAMP 

R,     J       Heinen         Newark    C« 

your    frame    is    gaunt  V/hen  darkness    falls,    you 

Xour    light    is  wan  Glow   and   cast    your    beams 

nd,    yet,    I    feel    lesser  than  To  ense    the    gloom      It   seems 

You,    my   friend  The    thing   to  do 

I  can   seldom  raise 

A   smile    to  brighten   the   opaque 

That    often    fails    o  er    daily    life      I    11    make 

A  change 

Remind    me      then      streetlamp, 
When  I    see    your  conquering  grin 
That   a   beaming   smile  will   ever   win 
Over   misery 

CRUISE      (First  prize.    1947  Gen  pen  Contest) 

Vanvooist    Simmons  West    Georgia    C 

Never    a  day  has    passed  since    I   rriet    you 

But    I   remsrrber    the   sun  on   the    sea 

Qfay  gulls   wheeling      a    ship    in    the   distance 

Love    in  your   eyes   when  you    looked   at   me 

Never    a   moon  has    sh'-.r^-'    since   we   parted 
But    reminds   me    of   yt/t  and   another   night 
Xpw   stars    answering    the    ship   s    slow  motion, 
^he  wake    of   her   passing   silvery  white. 

Never    a  day.    nor   an  hour,    nor    a  minute 
Drags    by  without   bringing  me   hope   of    you. 
Som.ewhere      -    sometime      -    lonely   for    someone      - 
Vim    11   remenber-    just   once      that   you  met    me      too    -- 

HEAVENLY    PANACEA 

Virginia    Babcock     -    Endicott    jr       C     ..     yass. 

Black  velvet   curtains    splashed  with  diamond    fire 

Stealthy  cotton  clouds    etched   in   silver. 

Stumbling    over    each  other    in    their    haste    to   hide    the    moon. 

Gaze   upon   this  nocturnal  wonder,    arri  doubt,    if   you  can, 

God  s   covenant    of   peace. 

But    what    of    earthly  promises? 

Who  can    guess    how   soon   these   velvet   curtains 

Will  be    splashed   with    man-made    fire? 

How   soon   vi' qin   clouds    turn    to   ghastly   grey, 

f.^n   stunbling   over    each  othier    in   their   haste    to   find    the    darkness, 

The    grs'cio.   .:    hospitable  darkness, 

A   sir;.    ^,    searching    look    into   the   moonlit    heavens » 

And    all    mankind   co^  Id    find   no   cause    for    strife 
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THE     LONELY 

Arnold    Rabin    -    U       of    Pennsylvania 

Who  walks    the   path   of    loneliness 
No   soul    to   speak   to  his, 
He    knows    the   perfect   ecstasy  of  being, 
The    sinple  dream-like   state    of  oneness 
Untouched  by   foreigh    thoughts  which   jar 
The    singleness    of    thoughts    so  distant 
That   when    they're   brouglit    to   this  drab  earth 

They   shatter, 

THE    BOND    OF     GOD 

Dan    Leslie    Bowden     =    Berry   C , 

I    looked   and    saw  a   tree   stand    tall, 
Not    far    away,    a   man  bent    low. 
'Twas    then   I   knew  a   man    is    free, 
But   a   tree    the  bond  of  God  nust   know. 

Or    is   he    more    free,    not   bound   to    the   earth, 
Who  can  travel    'cross    land,     'cross    seas? 
God  sends    the    rain,    enriches    the   soilj 
Is    it    for   us    or    for  i^is    trees? 

A  man  must    tread    the   earth  and   search 

For    a  chance    to  attain  his    goal, 

While   a    tree   only  stands   and  watcnes    tne    struggle 

With  a  quiet    sort   of   peace    ir     its    soul, 

WHEN    ALL     IS     THROUGH 

Wilson    Boatman     -    Drew    \J .  ,     Madison,     N    J.  ! 

Unto  each  man  is    shown  a  way 

To    follow   the    truth   from  day  to  day. 
And    though  at    times    the   path    lies   hard, 

And    the    feet    that    travel   are    sore   and   scarred    -- 

yet    give   us   strength,    O   Icid,    \jur  God! 

For    this   is  Thy  world  and  we  Thine    own, 

Though  weak  we   are    to   reap  what's    sown. 
Lif'f    us    from  the   dust   of   ruin  and   sorrow. 

And   give    us   a    goal    for   a   new  tomorrow! 

And    let    it   be   said  when  all   is    through 
We  did   the  best  with  what  we  knew! 

THE     PRAYER     OF     THE     YOUNG     INFANTRYMAN 

John    Ro     O'Leary    -    Long     Island    U- 

Even  the  moon  does   not    shed    light  Instead   I   sit,    with  gun   in 

Over    the   hard    fought    land    tonight.  hand 

I,    a   sentry,    watch  and  pray  And   peer   out   over    the   no  man's 

That    I    live    to  see    the    light  land. 

of   day.  And   as    I  watch  my  sovil  doth 

on  nights    as    these   Lord,    T   have  -^    ^^-j^  s.Q.p.^'to  die! 

tears  -^ 

That    I   will   not    live    junt    nineteen   years 

But    I   am  youth.       youth  should  be    free 

To   shoot   an  azimuth   to  destiny, 

(Note:    "SOl     '    -  Standard  Operating  Procedure.    "Shoot  an  azinxith'    - 

sight   a  conpass) 


INSPIRATION 

Joseph    Lobenthal,     jr  -     -    AdelpJii    C         N    Y, 

Standing   alone    in   the   beauty  of   the 

Clear,    spacious,    cool 

Exhilarating   night,    watching    the    twig   framed  stars. 

And   hearing    the   magnificent,    sinple,    free  wind, 

Breathe    through    the  peaceful,    enpty  blueness, 

I    feel  God's    religion. 


ON     FIRST    SEEING     THE     OCEAN 

Jane    Schroder  Villa    Madonna    G> 

Oh,    I   could  write   a  poem  about    this   place 
of    how    the  waves  do  break  against    the   shore 
As    if   some    foam«moathed   monster   were   at  Work 
To  beat  us   down  and  drag  us    to  t'is    lair 
And   hew   the   birds   do   fly.    now  high,    now    low. 
As    if    to    scoop  s carte  water  with  their  wings 
To  carry  with   them  on    their    lofty   flight. 

And    yet    this    thing   that    fills  me   so  with  awe 

And  makes    one    fearful   at    its    roar    and   riught 

Makes    me    fe^ !      oh      so  great   and  proud   beside 

For    though   it    s    deep     and    rough     and    fierce      and  wide. 

It  cannot    think     nor    feel      nor    can   it    love, 

A     SONNET 

Ernest    ]_,      McRinney         Tennessee    State    C 

Come,    my  beloved      and  bespeak  Thee    true 

Of    one  who   in   thine  own   fair   heart   may  dwell 

I   prithee  with   thy  gentle    tones    to  woo 

Me   of    the    change      and    of  my  error    tell 

Your    lips    once   whispered      'I  alone    am  thine. 

Which  utt    ranee   high  my  castle    fair  did    soar 

Ersooth    false   hope    thy  cause   my  eyes    had   blind 

To  all    fair    reason  rmde   end    forever   more. 

But   my  eternal  castle    shall   not    fade 

Nor   voidance   of    my  hopes    the    recourse    be - 

But  Time     who   is   my  ever    strengthning   aid 

Thy   folly  and  unwisdom  point    to    thee. 

So  dear   when    life   has   made    thee   more   enwised 

En  soul ed     we    throng    the    realm  of   paradise 

IF     YOU    BUT     SAY 

Louis    A      Graham         U       of    Virginia 

if    you  but    say    love    thee    I   always    might. 
All   others  would    fade    in   speedy   flight, 
And   hence   my  heart   and    I  would    forever   be 
Lost    in  all    the    little   ecstasies    of    thee. 

'T is  I  love   only  can  perfect    justice   do 
To   thee    "      and    love    finds    its   Waterloo, 
Catching   the    gaiety  of    thy  mild  voice 
Perhaps  words,    new  born  of    the    fullest    choice, 
f^"  with  Time's   mellow   touch  be  all    in  all, 
'.nd    then   shall   i    the  whole   wide  world  enthrall: 

Tn  me    through  a  poem's   clear   cellophane    let    them 
Reverent    starwi    to  see    --    the   brightest   diadem. 
But,     love,    if    I   could   but   have    thee    to   wed, 
All    lyres    save    thine   silent  would   be,    and  dead. 


58 

THE    VISION 

Mary    Hope    O'Neill     -    St.    Genevieve    of    the 

I    tried    in  vain   to  paint    your    face  divine.  Pines 

When  suddenly  you   stood   there    in  such  radiance 

My  humble   heart   swelled    intc   a  hymn  of   praise . 

Your    grace  and  holiness   did    stop  my  heart, 

And  held   me    for  what    seemed  eternity, 

I  knelt    and   breathed   an  Ave    from  my  heart 

And   suddenly  you    left    as   quickly  as    you   canie 

And    I  was    left    .         alas  to  paint    again   in  vain 

CONCERT 

Jean    Stender     -    Winthrop   C.        S.Car, 

Move    softly  among    the   musical   notes    and    find   your    seats 

you  come    from  pink,    warm  worlds    to  hear    the   master's   song 

You     who  are    intimate  with  plush  and  pearl,    do  not  care 

That    this   music  was  born   in  an  attic   room      . .       the   coldness 

Did   not   seep   into   its    tune. 

Take   off   your    furs   now   and   put    that    apologetic   smile   upon 

your    faces    for    those   behind   you        They  do  not    really  care 

That    you  have    snapped    the   prevailing  mood    --    they  too  have 

Kept   up   to  their    standard  bj'  coming 

Only  we  who  view   the   orchestra    from  our    gallery  seats    can 

Feel    the    greatness    in   the  musics    pathos 

only  we  who   have    experienced   poverty  can  be    the   critics. 

OCTOBER     RAIN 

Suzanne    young    -    Weils    C 

The    unsubtle   beat   of    time 

Masquerading    in   the    rhythm  of    tlie    rain 

pounding   out    its   everness   against    a  garret    roof, 

Rattli;  g    its    proximity   against    the   darkening  window  panes; 

And   swelling   to  a    last    staccato  beat    -- 

A  warning    in   the    sudden    lull. 

Time,    mocking   in   the  drip  of    rain-soaked    trees 

Asking 

if  there  is  anyone  who  dares  not  listen. 

Listen  to  the  sodden  steps 

Along  the  slime  of  leaf  smeared  pavements. 

Steps  that  echo  in  the  rain  stopped  stillness  of  the  street 

RAIN 

Mike    Bodi     -    Waynesburg    C         pa 

Tonight    as    I   enchant edly    listen   to  the    rain 
Beat    out    its  wild   rhythms    on  my  window  pane, 
I  wonder   who  has    taken  the    time    to  write 
The    tune    the    rain   is   playing    for   me    tonight 

For    me?     Can  I    say  such  a   selfish   thing, 
Wlien  even  birds    in  solemn   tribute   cease    to   sing 
When   flowers   bow    their    fragile   petals    to  the   ground 
To  catch  the   musical  notes   of    rain    falling     round. 

Lulled  by   the    lullaby  the    rain  is    playing  now., 
I    fold   my  h'/rids    and   my  head    I   bow 
To   t'nank    the  composer    for    the   melodious    rain 
And  pray   that    I   might    hear    its    tune    once   again 
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POETRY 

Gloria    Diaz     -    jv^ontreat    C, 

To  le    able    to  hear  To  be   able    to   sing 

the    song   of    the   brooks,  in  a   voice   yet   unhearr' 

To  be    able    to  smell  to   tlie   wonders   of    life; 

the    fragrance   of  May,  To  be    able    to  pray; 

To  be    able   to   see  To   believe    and    to   trust, 

the  beauties    of   earth  --                             to    forgive    and    to    love    -- 

That    is   poetry.  That    is   poetry, 

The   poem  God  made.  The   poetrjr  of  God. 

THE    DREAMER 

Betty    Adcock     -    peabody   C. 

1*11  shift  along  on  an  aimless  sea, 

I'll  be  exactly  what  I  want  to  be, 

A  drifter,  a  dreamer,  a  vagabond. 

It's  the  cloak  of  the  wanderer  I  have  donned, 

I  have  no  house,  no  home,  no  land, 

All  I  own  is  in  my  hand. 

I  envy  no  man  his  worldly  goods, 

For  my  great  wealth  is  in  sky  and  woods. 

Yes,  I  must  go  out  and  sail  the  lea, 

And  find  the  life  that  was  meant  for  me. 

1*11  shift  along  on  an  aimless  sea. 

And  be  exactly  what  I  want  to  be! 

AGE 

Edward    Oxford     =    Villanova    C     ;     Pa 

Fleeting    in    its   earthless   pale 

Streaks   a   runner    of    the    clouds, 
Young  wings   prancing   star    trails. 

Crying   a  strength    to  the   winds. 

Roaring   over    heaven  plains 

Whip-lashed    sky  hound    rides    the   blue. 
Singing,    deathless   might    unbound, 

Flashing,    grinning   at    the    ground. 

But    scxne thing   silent    in    the    haze 

Waiting   long    and  wise    the  days 
Beckons   ever    young    fast    sky things. 

Eaglet,     thunder   now. 

PASSING     SHIP 

Martin    Reiser     -    Temple    \]. 

Lonely   sea  when    falls    the    night,  Clear    silhouette    is    close 

Thy   straining  eyes    help  roam.  abeam, 

A   thousand   miles    from  any   sight,  outlined    in  bold   relief. 

Turns    jumbled    thoughts    toward   1  ome .  The    cup    is    full   or    so   it    seems, 

T3,,4-  „,u„4.,„    4-u   4-       1  4-      t         J        My  heart   baats    glad  beneath. 

But  what's    that    glow   on  starboard        '^'-^  ^ 

bow,  Tlie    ship   is   past    and    taking 

perhaps,     I  wonder    if    ....  crew, 

The    glasses   cuicklj^   raised    to  Withdrav/s    its    fading    light. 

brow.  Now   is    the    light    obscured 

Whj;^   yes,    it    is    a    ship.  from  view. 

Of   solitLide   no   more    aware.  ^  phantom   in   the    night. 

Now  ccanradeship    like  wine. 
Knowing   other    souls   are    there, 
With    thoughts    of   home    like    mine. 
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BOREDOM 

Sara    Fischer     -    George    peabody    C. 

She    isn   t   sad:    she    isn't    gay.  She    lags  with   inertia  and    fades 
She    s    listless  All's    lazy 

And   restless,  And   hazy. 

Enduring   the   never-ending  day.  Slithering   in  movement,    she 

Nothingness   pervades   her   being. 

Existing,    not    living.  A  cold  dead    thing,    without  ( 

Talking,    not    giving.  emotion. 

She  walks    in   the    crowd,    unseeing.  No  pain, 

Half -sane. 
Spoiled   by  mental   corrosion. 

SPRING     SONG 

Robert    Allen    Durr     -    Hofstra    C. 

Standing  here   on   the   barrack's    little  balcony 

in   the   evening   coolness    of    the   breeze, 

After   sweating    in   that   dust-filled,    glaring    field 

Of   heat;     the    familiar    smell    of    spring 

And   the   strong  green  scent   of    the   grass    and    trees 

Somehow    fill    me  with   a   sense   of    the   past, 

A    fragrance    of   other    evenings    long    forgotten 

That    moves   my  heart  with  a   sudden   feeling   of    loss 

Strangely  now      like   dreams   but   half    recalled 

Subtley   flowing  with   the    scent    of   spring. 

The    evening      the  coolness      and   the   sky      is    the  pang 

And   thrill   of   a    love    I   can't    remember.; 

LATONA  ,      ,  ,        ,    ^  .    T,j 

Jacob    Hohenemser     =    Rhode    island    C       or    td , 

The   gods  were   moved  by  your    plight 

Pursued    -=   hated     —    you    fled    from  land    to    land 

And    your    tired    soul    found   peace   at  Delos 

Ha!      Where   are    they? 

Gods   of   might!      Whose   pity  rose    for    a  J..atona! 

Today!      Millions   dead    -      millions    fleeing    from  border    to  border    -= 

Ships    filled  with  human  cargo    -- 

Driven  back  to   the    fire    of   hell! 

And    in   this    sea   of    suffering, 

No  Gods    " =   no  Delos! 

But    =-   maybe      Latona      =  ■,■,  u 

In   the   beauty   of    your    story    —    there   is  hidden  some   hope. 

AUFKLARUNG  ^  ,_  ^ 

Harry    Oden    Gulden    -    Gettysburg    C. 

I    see    the  questions    in   their   eyes  I 

As  up   the    road    they  go 

They  cannot   understand    this    life, 

But  when   they  die    they  know 

They  know   it    is   a  useless    fight 
To    struggle   on  with   life. 
They  know   that   man  has    made    it 
A  waste   of  hate    and   strife 

They  see    the  way  it    could  have   been; 
They  know  what    man  has  done 
They  see   that   man's   mistake  was   made 
Ere    first    l»e   had  begun. 
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LONGING 

Anna    Bidgood     -    Endicott    jr.     C 

High   on  a   hill    o'er    looking    the   sea, 

Stands   a   mansion   tliat    is    'home-     to  me. 

Stolid  house   built    of    grey   stone. 

Is    my  home   away   from  home. 

College  Hall,    cold  and   chill. 

Built   upon   a    lonely  hill. 

Surf   pounds    on   the    rocks   below, 

Hills   are  covered  with  pure  white    snov/. 

Beauty  surrounds    from  shore    to  dome. 

But    still      I  wish   that    I  were   home. 


THE     OUTWARD     SHOW 

Merna    Brenneman         Eastern    ^ennonite    C, 

Kornrly   faces,    lovely   faces.  Friendly   faces,    peaceful    faces 
F  ces    lined  with  care^  Speaking    joy  within. 

Springtime    faces,    wartiiie    faces  Smiling    faces,    gloomy      faces. 
Clouded  with  despair.  Faces    stained  by  sin. 

Thoughtful    faces  J    carefree    faces, 

School -girl    faces   neat, 
Father    s    faces,    mothers'     faces ^ 

Candy -stickled   children's    faces 
All   come   down   the   street. 

INDIAN     SUMMER 

Virginia    A.     Hastings     -    Flore nee    St„     T.C 

The   precious  wine   of   autumn  has   been  spilled. 

It    lies,    warm  and   tasteless,    on    the    ground. 

Summer  who,    we    thought,    had   gone ^    returns 

Trailing   her   velvet  mantle   on    resentful   ground. 

The    sky   is   meeker    blue;     limp,    insipid   and    too  kind. 

V'as    it   only  yesterday   that    same   sky 

Was    a  cold  blue    flame  driving    the   heart   blind 

To  all   save    its    own  beauty? 

I  do  not  want    summer  back  again! 

Let   her    take  her   soft    airs   and   go. 

My  blood   spins    to  another    tune- 

The    song  of   autunm  winds;    of    flaming   leaves,    and   cold. 

ON    WRINKLES 

Robert    L=     Gantert     -    East    Stroundsurg    St»    C= 

As    you   gaze  upon   an   aged    face, 

V/ith   the   deep  etched    lines    that  Time  has    placed, 

Do  you   see    your    own  portrait   painted    there, 

To  mar   a   countenance    that  was    once   so    fair. 

Or  do  you    look  with  a   despairing   sigh 

And   pray  thiat  Time   might   pass    you   by^ 

To    leave   you   ageless,    alone    and   supreme    -- 

With  never   a  wrinkle    to  disturb   your   dream? 

The    answer    to   the   problem  does    not    concern    fear, 

As    the  wrinkles   of  Time   are    to   age   most    dear. 

For   an  aged    face   un fur rowed   and    unlined 

Is    an  object    of    pity  arxi   a    sight   most   unkind. 

For    each    line   means    a  wisdom  matured  by    the   years    »- 

Every  wrinkle   a   priceless    ktjo    ledge   enshrined   amid   tears. 
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DAY     AND    NIGHT 

Jeanne    Byrd     -    Roanoke    C,     Va. 

Dark  morning,    cloudy  grey  skies, 

The   kind  of   a  day  when  all    hope  dies. 

Lightning  and    thunder,    a   chill    in   the   air, 
The   kind   of   a    forenoon   made    for   despair 

Fluffy  white   clouds,    washed   by  the    rain, 
Kissed  by  the    sun    --   now  YiPiJe   again! 

Stars    sprinkle   Stardust,    bright   moon  above    -- 
The   kind   of    a  night    just    nade    for    Love. 

WHITE    BIRCHES 

Mary    Lobosco    -    paterson    State    T    C. ^     N=J. 

Slippery  Silver   branches,    drooping    low, 

White   birches   patterned    in   the   snow. 

The    great    forest   boasts    of   a   number    of    trees, 

Stronger,    taller      far    than   these, 

But    few  can  claim  tlie  dignity 

Of  wearing  white    eternally 

Sunmer      winter       fall,     fine    birch,' 

Pure    virgin  of    the    forest   church. 

Heaven  awaits    the   cold  winter's    plea, 

To   set    the  world    in  harmony 

With   the    smooth   iced  branches    bending    low. 

Young   birches  whitewashed    in   the   snow, 

BENEATH    THE    DAWN 

Gloria    Frances    Reade     -    Connecticut    C.  ,    Women 

The    dawn   looked  down  upon   the  world 
And    it  was    still 

And    sounds   were    but    the   echoings    of   cries 
From   small   clay   men 

The    day    laughed   at    their    grave    intent 
And   mocked    the    pride 

of    small   clay  men  with   small    clay   hands 
VVith  work   to  do. 

The   world  of    black   and    grey      looked    in   the    light 
Like    painted   clay,    painted  white 
Turned  dark  beneath    the   dawn, 

SOLITUDE 

Guenther    Hans    H^idorn    -    Temple    U. ,     pa „ 

Soft   spring    rain  dripping    from  tlie    green, 

a    leaden  sky   --    gray  and    sad, 

with   sombre   dreams    of  what   had   been, 

tlie    joys    that    I    once    had    -- 

I   had    forgotten 

long   past    I    thought    -- 

the    sky  was   bare    - --  bore    its   weight    alone 

no  merry  songs    --no    joyful    tone 

to  hide    the   past; 

but   a    restful   quiet    --   a   quiet   calm, 

just    I  arri   my   thoughts    --   nestlef'    in   the    arm 

of  past -Life. 
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THE     AIRPLANE 

Harold    C      Collier     -    Georgia    S-     of    Technol 

Beautiful    thing   of   metallic   elements! 

Gliding    gsntly   through   the    firnBments: 

Guided   by  man  whose   pilot    is  God; 

Wlio    lifts    tJie  burdens    of    those   who  plod; 

Majestic    in   thy  power    and    in    ihy  night 

We   hail    thee!      V/e   hail    thee  with  delight! 

From  tl'ie    highways    v'o   the    skyways 

We    look   up  ard    on    tlise    gaze 

Ard  wonder   what    future  doors 

Will    open    io  man  as   he    soars 

On  thy  wings   of   might! 

YOUTH 

Parker    F.     Enwright     ■     U-     of     the    South 

This  night    is    ours    foi     love,    Beloved, 

Voyagers    two 

In'a   sailing   ship  of    passion  on  a   sea   cf    silken   quilts, 

Naked   as    love    s   hot    breath   that    fills    our    sails 

To  paradise. 

Fear   not,    tbiough  ne'er   we    live    to  see  Apollo   s    flame    again; 

Two    lovers    in   eath  others      arms, 

One   perfect   night, 

One   moment    s   bliss, 

Could  we   not  die    for    tViis? 

MILTON 

Logan    B       Lynch    -     Shepherd    C. 

lie    stocv^s.      His  Bible    s    old, 

Jts   pages    yellav  with   the  dav's 

V/hich    introduce   brave  pjiiton  s    lays    -~ 

Sprung    true    from  liis    stern    fold. 

Thought    lurks    m   those    pained  eyes    too  ccld- 

T! linking   of    the  ivome    once    lost 

And    gained   by   tbie    blind    ghost 

of    a  man  when  poets    hold 

Vv'itli  ail    respect   atri.    love    too  bold, 

We   men  are  wily  creatures;    yet   n^aught 

Know  now   to    live   as  f.iilton   taught. 

Nor    follow  in  his   deep,    pure   mold. 

REFELCTION 

Mildred    Mahan    -     Huntingdon    C. 

A  sky- roof  studio, 

Fad  ing  tw i  1  i  g  ht . 

And  j'ou  ... 

Familiar  noises  in  the  fringes  of  consciousness, 

Fast  deepening  shadows  on  the  rugged  floor, 

And   you    .  .  ,  . 

Forgotten  is    the    lonely   gypsy  girl, 

Restless    eyes   Switching    .... 

Smiling   carelessly 

Now  I  see 

Onij'  a  picture  frame  .  .  .  ; 

And  me 
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PRAISE    TO     A     SUNSET' 

Elizabeth    Thomas     -    St,     Marys    Seminary,     Md 

Flaring   shades    on    the    far   horizon 
Bid   good -day   to    the    troubled  world; 
Dash    the    sky  with   a   smatter   of    radiar^re 
Never   seen   in  a   mortal's   creation. 
Dancing    flames   of    rainbow  hues, 
Flickering    tints    of    floT"er    festals; 
God's   own  garden   sparkling   earth^'ard, 
Angel    voices    blending,    fading, 
once    so  startling,    now    retreating, 
Signaling  weakly    for    night's   approach. 

INTERNATIONAL:   194  7 

C.     Talbott    youngs     J^  •     "    U»     of    Virginia 
The   ^lands    that   play  beneath   the    table; 
The    labyrinthine   hands    that    mock 
The    open  hands    outstretched   upon   the    table, 
Grasp   the  world, 

TIkl    brittle   hands    that  mock 
The   brittle   hands    tnat   sneer 

The    open  hands    that   wart 

Scorched   by   the   ce  ntui  ied   shadow; 
The    starched    formality  of  death. 

NEW     ENGLAND    NIGHT 

Grsce    S.     West     -    Florence    State    T.C. 

These    things   more    satisfying  are    than  sleep: 

Tht    pageant    of    a   nightly  march  of    moons 

That    varies  with    the    seasons;    the    faint    roai 

Of   everplunging   surf  beyond    the   dunes; 

The    thud    of    apples    in   the   windy  dark; 

In    the    frontier -less    night    a  winking  plane 

That    tlireads    a   path   through  blue    and   yellow  stars; 

The    hushed    good -nights    of   neighbors    in  my    lane. 

From  the   east    pond    the   evening   serenade 

of    frogs;    the    col  lege    t  owner    chimes    that   keep 

An   aural    ledger    of   nocturnal  hours: 

These    things   more   satisfying  are    tlnan   sleep, 

DREAM 

Joseph    Aleo    -    Wilkes    C. 

Oh  come!    sweet   fviargarct.    into  my  dream, 

To    fill   my  heart  v/ith   joy  and   glee,  ■ 
For    my  heart's    like   a    lonely  niocHibeam 

Thiat  wanders    through    the   night,    to  see 
Dear    lovers    in   each   others    arms, 

Exchanging   such   tender  words   of   bliss 
Filled   with    love    and    radiant    charms    ~~ 

And   seal    their  vows  with  a    fragrant   kiss= 
Will   you  deny  me    then    this    plea, 

To    hold   you    in  my  arms    tonight, 
To  hold  you   close    so  I   can  see  . 

Your    loveV  beauty   in   all    its    might? 
oh  come!    dear   Margaret,    before    the   dawn, 

So   this   sweet  dream  can  go   on  and   on. 
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REVERIE 

Jeanne    Bozarth 

Darkness   amidst    ligfit, 
Lai^hter    from  she i low    lips, 
Love   of   nothing 
A  twisted    tree    on   a  cliff, 
A   seagull   at  dawn, 


Lebanon    Valley    C 

Ceaseless    tumult   of    care 
Bitter    salt    of    tears 
Searching    forever 
Iviy    loneliness. 


MUTE 

Lois    Anne    Bollard     -    Winthrop    C 
My   lips   have    long   been   sealed   against    the  world, 
And   no   small   phrase    from  this,    my   inner    mind. 
May    find   its  way   into   the    glaring    light. 
'Tis   better    that    tfie    fragile   words    should    lie 
Concealed    in  darkness    from  the   ears    that   chance 
Might    cause    to   misconstrue,    to  scorn,    to    twist. 
So   must    it   te;    cobwebs    may   tiot    etidure 
The   harshness    of    a   brutal   wind,    but    fall 
Defiled   and   ragged     crushed    too  soon,    loo   soon. 


S.Car 


A     HEART 

f'^ggy    Jansen 
A  change  of    heart    is    like    river   eddy 
Not    knowing  where    to   turn. 
Until   at    last    it    finds    a  current 
And   rushes  m^dly  on. 
Whirling,    churning; 
Seemingly    forever    turning 
Till    finally   it   comes    to   rest 
In  a  quiet    lake    serene 
Where  waf;ers   still   run  deep 
And  Love    is  fur^-n 


St       Genevieve     of     the     Pines 


Then    it    is    a   changed    lieart 
Never    more    to  change; 
Poured   in  an    iron  mold 
And  bound    to   one    for    all   his 

life 
V»'ith  vows    of    SRcred    geld 


DAWN 

Jean    Regan         Rhode     jsjand    State    C 
When   the   embers   of    the   day   to  fe 

Creak   the    coals    of   a   night    just   passed, 
I    look    from  my  window,    and   see 

A  vision,    a  wonder      of   God   s   holy   task. 
And   the    sun   that    lifts    its   head 

From  the   pillows   of    infinities   deep, 
Peeps   at    the  earth  with  eyes    so  red, 

Ard  arises    -•    now  slowly      as   a  child    from  sleep. 


OBELISK 

Jennifer    M-     Verwiebe     -    Wells    C. 

The   blind    intensity  that  drives    one    on 

Toward   narrowing   goal 

Can    leave   no  hope    for  depth 

Or    breadth  of  soul. 

No   superfluity   of    intellect, 

It    speeds    so   fast. 

A   straight    clean   shaft   of   crystal    thought, 

Too   thin   to   last 
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DAYDREAMS 

Florence    Laniborn    =    Rosemont    C  o  ,     pa  „ 

My  heart's    just    lately  mended; 
I'd    like    to  keep   it  whole    awhile; 
Daydreams    --    this    is    just    a  warning 
For    although  you  make   me    smile. 

Later    I   might    cry   .  ;  .  .  ; 

THE     ICONOCLAST 

Ann    Nolan    =    Quincy    C. 

He   has    thrown  the    images   down   from  the   skies 
Where    they  perched    in  detached  content. 
He   has    trampled   among   the    scrambled   heaps 
Crushing  empty   icon- faces 
Under   dirty  boots. 

I   watched   his  Diogenic  destruction 

While    synthetic    laughter    overflowed   ^^^.^^  ^.^^   scarred   and  bleedir.i 
Into   my  eyes  ^  fingers 

Tonight    I  kneel  weeping  beneath  To    return  their    plaster   beauty 

silent  constellations  jo  my  broken  gods 

VI SION 

Paul    F      Harris     =    Kent    State    U 

He    felt    the   dawn,    and   knew  not    if    the    sun 
Were   ushering    a    final    thrust    of    glory 
That    led   to  a   remote   and  quiet    sphere. 
That      place         that      thing      men  call    eternity. 
He    saw   the    morn      and   even  as   he    saw 
Knew   not    from  whence    it    came   nor   even  why. 
Or   knew  what    force    inspired    it-      Yet   could  know 
It    signified   escape      -    (That    'place^ '    that      thing- 
Men  call  eternity)    - «   escape    to    fancied    legend 
Of   stilly  nights   where   dark  and  moldy   tont>s 
Bear    trace   of   that  which  knew  of  dawn   and   morn 
And   seeingi    so  he   knew    ==    yet  could  not    find 
A  word    to   tell   of    long= forbidden  scenes: 
The  dawn;    the   morn;    the   vision;    and    the  dead, 

AN    EVENING     THOUGHT' 

Glenn   Van    Haitsma     =    Hope    C, 

I've   been  working   all   day   and  I'm  tired    tonight, 

And    it    seems    I've   made   never    a   gain 

Yet    my  conscience    is   clear   and    I   know  I've  done   right    -= 

This    a   sluggard   can  never   proclaim 

If    in  classroom  or    office,    in    factory,    or    field, 
Wherever    man   s    labor   may  be. 

It's    the   man  with   the   motto  of  work   on  his    shield 
Wins    the   battle  of    life.      You  agree? 

Not  dreaming,    not    playing,    nor    arguing   men 

Can  bring   peace    to   our   world    today: 

You  can  slurrber    and  sleep   if   you  will    --  Ah,    but    then 

Do  not    ask  how   it   came    -~    this   decay! 

Yes,    only   the   men  of    toil   and    trust 

A    trust    in  our  God   up   above    -- 

Can  ever    convert    this   hatred   and    lust 

Into  peaceful   and  brotherly   love. 
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LOVE     NOCTURNE 

Perry    Louis    Kolb 

Tte   universe   on  a  black  night 

And    one    lor«    star 

Timid,  fearful 

Lest  it  fall 

And    shoot    through  space 

To  shatter   on   the   dark  earth 

Snuffing  out    its      light. 


=    Washington    Missionary   C. 

Moon  J    come    forth 

From  behind    the   blackening 

clouds., 
Catch  the    trembling    star 
In    the   curve   of   your    crescent 

form; 
Hold    it    there   midst  enpty  space 
And    let    it    shine    securely   in 
the    light   of    love 


ASSAULT 

Osceola    L-     Fletcher 

The   sunmer    rain  douses   down 

With   little  caution    to  city  or    town, 

Only  a    frown 

It   splashes  dusty  roads      vacant    lots, 

Pelts  wilting   trees   and    thirsty   flcwver    pots. 

Then,    as    if   a  messenger   sent. 

Duty  completed,    discarded    intent      - 

No  harm  meant 

It  tinkles   falls  as  silver  strands  of  hair, 

Then  apologetically,  floats  away  to  nowhere, 


Long    Island    U- 


REMEMBERING 

Peter    Dechert     -    U       of    Pennsylvania 

So   seldom  larks    remertber  where    their    nest 
With   last    year    s   memories ^    and  dreams,    has   been; 
And   trees      in  Summer's    herbiage   of    green, 
Forget    the    lonely  Winter.      All    the    rest 
Of    life    in   nature,     too,    seems    unirrpressed 
With   that  which   it    in  other  days    has    seen   =—= 
Save    I;     for    in  my  heart      all    unforeseen,. 
A  myriad   memories   of   you   ccxitest. 

Remembering  each  day   --   each  path  which  passed 

Through  shadowed  woods,    each  night    ■=  -    the    glow  of    stars 

Below      -    above--    around   us    in   the   sky 

Remembering   your    lips    on  mine      at    last. 

When   you   re    away,    my  memories    are    bars 

Between  the   moon  and  me;    these   nights,    I   cry. 


POSTCRIPT' 


Katherine    Griffin 


Dunbarton  C 


D,     C. 


Because  I  know  you  never  loved  me ,  dear , 

I  now  can  let  you  go  without  a  word  -- 

Rebuking  you  for  any  random  tear 

I  may  have  shedj  the  sighs  you  have  not  heard. 

And  though  the  singing  of  some  lonely  bird 

Brings  back  the  memary  of  one  other  spring, 

Still  never  will  my  heart  again  be  lured 

To  learn  a  song  that  it  can  never  sing. 

Now  must  I  like  the  sad  Electra  bring 

The  last  burnt  offerings  that  were  once  my  dreams, 

And  lay  them  on  the  sepulchre  and  sing 

A  dirge  for  Love,  there  dead  beside  the  stream; 

Xhen  turning,  seek  again  the  once  bright  day  -=  = 

Grown  dark  because  you  do  not  lead  the  way^ 
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REVIEW     OF     A     FIRST     NIGHT'    PERFORMANCE 

Mary-Julia    Campbell     -    U-     of    South    Carolina 

Prelude   by  the   wind 
Preceded    thie   ballet. 
The    introduction 
Scarcely  coiTpleted 
Rain  made   her    entrance. 
The  performance  was 
Old   as    the    aeons 

Xet   new  as    tomorrow, 
ge-old   but    age -less. 


# 


DAWN 

Inez    Johnson         Montreat    C. 

I    love    the  quietness    of    the  dawn  i    love    to  watch  the   sunrise 

Before    the  world   s   awake,  As    it   jaeeps  above    the   hills 

When  God   and    J   can  be    alone.  The   calmness    oi  the   blue   skies, 

For  lie  will  not    forsake  The    silence  of    the   rills. 

I    love    to  hear    the   church  bells 

Early   Sabbath  morn. 
But    most    of    all    I    love 

The    quietness   of    the   dawn. 


ALICE 


Gloria    Picard         Brooklyn    C 


Oh  child    from  a  youth    long    forgotten  The    looking   glass    grows  dusty 

Hidden   in   a  heart   half    grown.  And  Dinah  still   purrs    for    you 

Take   me  back    to  your   wonderland  there 

oh  queen   of   my  story  book    throne.  Why  won   i    you  come   again     Alice? 

e  .^i  ^      .^1  •    U4.U  Alice   with   golden  hair, 

bcampe:    with  m.e    to    the  eighth 

squa.re  I  will   play  with  you^    curious 

Qv    sing   to  the    knight  who   is   blue  figment, 

Run    a  caucus    race   with  my   teardrops,  Qh  queen  of    my  dreamland  domain 

Only    let   me   corns    there    too.  jf   you  will    only  return   to  me. 


Return  to   me    again. 


N.T 


Stanley   Feuer     -    Seton    Hall    C, ,     S.     Orange 
The    sun  descends,    the    moon   awakens 
The    sea   of   night,    the  silent    stars 
This    sleeping   world,    tfie   desire    to   hasten 
The    coming  morn,    to    the  world   at    large. 

The  morning  dawned,    the    sunlit    houi s 

The  slow  wakefulness  ,    the   rising  desire  i^^ 

For  hidden  happiness,     for    growing    flowers  WH 

For  life    itself       the    hidden   fire.  ^! 

BATTLE 

Florence    Adams     -    Wellesley   C. 
Above,    the    sky,    remote   and   pure, 
Below,    the   earth,    steadfast    and   sure, 
between   tbi£    two,     the   surging   sea 
Fighting  both  for    sovereignty. 
Blue    swell   of  wave,    foam  flung  high. 
White    flash  of   challenge    to  proid    sky. 
The   surge,    the    crash,    the    sounding  roar 
of  wind   swept   wave   on  earth's   stone   door.  I 
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ON  WATCHING  THE  FIRST  THUNDERSTORM  OF  SPRING 

Vincent  Tortora  =    Franklin    and    Marshall    Co 

The    anger   of   the   mighty  Gods    is   wrought    outdoors 

tonight : 
I   liear    the    rending   roar   of    swords    loud   crashing    in   the 

light 
of    flashing   eyes,    and    the  pelting  of    the    sweat    fast 

driven    left    and   right 
E>y  swirling  blasts    of    gusty  breath, 
In  Spring's    first    show  of   might. 


LINES     TO     MY    CRITIC 

Flore  nee    E 

I'll    lift   my  chin  proudly 
And   sweep  up  my    hair. 

I'll   wear    crazy   hats 

And   clothes  with  a    flair. 

I'll    square    my    lirnp  shoulders, 

My   tummy   tuck   in, 
And   vitamins    taken 

Will   make   me    loss    thin. 


Grimm    -    U-     of    Maryland 

I'll    polish  my  diction; 

My  words    choose  with  care. 
Quotations  we  11 -chosen 

Will   prove    I'm  aware o 

I'll  please    ycu   in   all    things; 

I'll    follow   your    plan    -  ■= 
With   your    help  and  God's j    dear, 

I'll    snare   nne    a   man! 


SUMMER 

George    Emi 1    Meeker 

Sho   dwelt    among    the    fragrant   days 
And  danced   ujjon    the    h.iil. 
Shr    knelt    to  kiss    the  buttercup 
And   bathed    the    grass   with  dew. 

But    now  with   stately   step   she    treads 
And   often  stops    to   rest, 
Because   within    the   womb   of    spring 
Summer  will   not   rest. 


Murray    St.     T.C 


Ky. 


FAITH 

Barbara    Joan    M^Ewen 

Have    faith,    have    faith,    my  people! 
Look  up   instead    of   down, 
Look  at    the    sky  and  watch   the    stsrs 
In   their    eternal    round 


Will iam    Smith    C. 


Oh  constant    jewels   high! 
Imm».itab  le   and  bright, 
Ever-present ,    never   changing, 
Proof   of  God's    great    might. 


Have    faith,    have    faith  my 

people ! 
Look  up  instead  of  down; 
Look    at    the    trees    and   r^atire 

here; 
'Tis   proof   He    is    around. 


MOON     DUST 

Joan    Rodrian     -    :vlontreat    C. 

Moon  dust  falls  on  the  shadows  of  love 
And  covers  the  dar^.  with  its  lure. 

Moon  dust  is  slow  in  its  fall  from  above, 
But  lingers  till  darkness  is  pure. 

Moon  dust  fell  on  this  love  of  mine, 

And  my  heart  wandered  blindly  around 

Till  suddenly  moon  rays  began  to  shine, 
And  moon  dust  fell  to  the  ground. 
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DEEP     SEA 

Arthur    Hirshfield     -    Long    Island    U- 

Black  depth  of   sea 

liOV    lighit    thou   art    to   me, 

Wash   away  my   tears 

Reriove  my   sorrows. 

1    lool-    to  thee  That  which   is    so  great 

1  o  cool   my  locJy  heat,  Can   reach   a   soul    so  small, 

I    loo'c    to  thee  Oeat    li'ce    the  world   you  are 

To    rest    a   veary   mind.  lint    never    to   le    so  cold. 

CONTEMPLATION 

Virginia    Wo  od     -    Mo  n  t  r  e  a  t    C . 

In   the    stillness    of    the    twilight 

After    sunset    fades    away. 
When  tlie   curtain  of    the   darkness 

F,iar1:s    tlse    closing   of    the  day. 
Into   some    seclixied   refuge 

Then   I    lo,"    to   takt    my   fliglst 
And    find    that    I   am  all   alone      - 

Just    my   thouglitSj    myself,    atid   night. 

THE     HOURGLASS 

Ruhy    Ramsey         Radford    C, 

Time    is    raining 

Slowly,    altTost    silently; 

yet    the  drops    fall  _        ^  ,,  ^    , 

Surely  aixl  endlesslv.  Hpw   I   would   snatch 

inose   minutes 

Life!    v)  Time,  /ind    i-onder, 

If    thou  V7oulc'    1  ut    stOiJ  lioiiing    to    find    the 

For   a    few   dro;is  ;,r        ro  eternal 
For   me    -  - 

THE     END 

Herbert        Jaik    Johnson         Cheyney    St.     T.C-,    Pa. 

Now   let    the    swallows    fly. 
Dark  winged  against    the    sky 
All    through   the    lonely  night, 
Now   let    the   bleak   winds   blow 
Across    the   drifted    snow. 
Let    tire    and    lantern   light 
Be   put    out   all    together 
Tiat   which   is    left    of   me 
Vvill  never    mind    the  weather. 

THE     DEFEAT 

Bennie    F.     Moore  A.     &    M.     C. ,     Normal,     Ala. 

Strong  were  the  sins  tliat  covered  me 
And  broad  as  the  green  leaf  of  life; 
I  struggled  fiercely  to  be  set  free. 
From   the    stinging      sinful    strife. 

My  heart    beat    like   the    Indian  s  drums; 
Signifying  a   war, 

There  was  no  pity  and    I   asked    for   none; 
I   blocked    the   challenger    s  walk. 


i.a,     -..less 


WHO? 


Stuart    Gottlieb 


Ho  f  s  t  r  a    C 


Bastard   son   of   eternity    -~ 

Cruel  Kilier    of    less    idle   hopes    -■ 

Centrifuge    of    ardent    lovers    -- 

Thou   art    a   cancer's    aid 

And    a  heartbeat's    nemesis. 

Time    --  who    is    thy    father? 

Man. 


71 


N ,  Y 


AMBITION 


Evan    Wrcnn    =    Montr  eat    C,  ,     N.     Car 


I    thought    Id   be    an  artist 
And  paint    the  world    in  gold. 
But    all  my  paints    are    scattered. 
The   canvas    torn  and   old, 
I    said  J     'Then    ill    rr^ke   music 
In   valley  and   on  hill. 


But    now   the   bow   is    broken, 
And   all    the    strings    are    still. 

?ut    all    the    effort    is   not    lost., 
he    aims    have    not    been  wrong. 
In  words    I    11   paint    the    picture 
And   play   it    in  a  song,     — 


Union    C         Barbour ville ,    Ky- 


NIGHT    ENCHANTED 

Sue    Rodger  s 

Last    night    I   bathed    in    liquid   moon- light 

Silver    soft   clouds   caressed   me, 

A    ttiin   veil   of   blue   mist    flung    itself    around   my   shoulders. 

The    sweet    scent    of    space   whispered    through  me, 

Until    I  was    no    longer    mortal, 

Sut    a   creature    enchanted 


AD     INFINITUM 

Leonard    Paul 
Candles. 

Candles   burning    longer. 
Growing   shorter. 
Candles   burning    life, 
Buying  death. 

Candles,    coldly  reflected. 
Slowly  ebbing  away. 
Candle  cc»itained 
In  your    flame, 
What    is    it    like 
Beyond    -  -   beyond 


Harris     -    U       of    Georgia 

Where    the    candle 
Is   burned    and 
Mortals    may  not    see? 
Is    the    taper    still 
Tall   and   straight 
And    is    the    flame 
Steady   and   even^ 
In   the    land   of 
Candles,    candles 
Burned? 


TINSEL 

Robert    j^eedner     - 

My    loneliness    and    I 
Race    through  crowded   streets, 
Wrap   colorless,    little  packages 
In  bright   paper,    and    gay   tinsel, 
Stand    under    yellow  street     lamps 
And   nod    to  whistling    revelers. 
We    silent   our    trembling   fioarts 
'Gainst    cool,    black,    stones 
/jid    laugh  with   strange   conpanions, 
But    sometime   we   will   not    laugh 
And    then   they  v  I    1    know 
My    loneliness,    and    I,    are    IcMiely. 


Elizabethtown    C     ,     Pa 
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HILLS ! 

Betty    Greene     -    Judson   C 

Kills!  Hills! 

Rearing    up    in  massive    strength 
Stretching    to   the    sun    for  warmth 
Pillowing    snow  atop  a  mighty  head 
Burning   strength   surging    through 
Xo  me   in  my  need. 


Mar  i  on ,     Ala . 


Holding  converse  with  the    stars 
Lifting   the   soul    for   a  moon's 

caress 
Enfolding   arms    embracing   the 

gods 
Calling  down    'cross    the   valley's 


To  me   in  ray  need. 


length 


AMERICAN    EVERGREEN 

John    To    Parker     -    Hamilton    C 
Respectability 
Sits   on   solid    tranquility 
Holding   hands    of   midget   consciousness 
On    the    ccxnfortable   paunch 
of    success 
American  Evergreen 
Never    relenting    its    inward   quest 
Toward    self    satisfaction    ,.., 


Clinton,     N,Y. 


Evergreen 

Knoweth  not 

Life's    thrill 

At    bixlding  of   springtime. 


IT  DEPEINDS 

Jo  Anne  Heizer 

Dere*s  so  much  ob  de  debi,l 
In  de  people  dat  ah  knows; 
In  de  jjeople  dat  ah  likes  , 
An^   de   ones   dat   are  my    foes. 

But   does    you  know,     lil'    chilun' 
Dat    in  de   jaeople   dat    ah  knows, 
Dere's    a    lots   ob  de  Lord 
An'    a   sweetness    like  de   rose. 


Montr  eat    C .  ,     N.    Car. 

An'    dat  which  we    see    in  people, 
liepends    a   mighty   lot, 
On  how  much  ob  de  debi 1 , 
Or   de  Lord   in  us   we's    got. 


QUESTION 

Leon    Nicks ,     jr 

If    I  must    have    freedom, 
If    I   am  too    free, 
Others    can  not, 
Others   will   not   be. 


Tal  ladega    C.  ,     Ala . 

If    I   have    happiness , 
Others    must   be    in   sorrow. 
Will    it   be  different, 
When  comes    tomorrow/? 


Will    it    always   be 
That    I   must    to  exist, 
Hurt   otFiers    or   be   meek 
And    live    in  sorrov.'s    nist. 


LET     US     TAKE     A     TOWER 

Lorenz    Hansen,     jr. 

Let   us    take   a    tower 

A   tcwer   of   burning  whitened   stone 

A  stone    tliat    one  can   see 

And    in   the   seeing  know. 

Let    us    in    that    tower    clirrb 

Make    the   mottled   marbled    eye   recede 

Let    us    slash    the  hard   top 

Let   us    stand  above 

Let   our    lips    suck   the    sky. 


Swarthmore    C 


pa 
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A     REQUEST 

Inez    E      Walsh    -    Moravian    C.     fo:     Women,     Pa. 

Is    this    the   end?     Tell   nie ,    pray, 
Shall    I  not    see    anotlier   day 

So  exquisite   as    this? 
If    it   Lie    so,    I  beg   you   this    -- 
Leave   on  my  lips   another  kiss 
That    I   m.ay  taste    alway, 

ALLHALLOWS     EVE 

Ma  r  y   Gl  o  r  e         We  1 1  e s  1  e  y   C . 

Dry  winds    twist    about    you  and   sear    your    face; 

A  wisp  of    smoking  cioud   leaps   ly 

To  siTKJther    flaming   stars    anri 

Leave    a  smoldering  disk   of   ivioon. 

While    rigid    fingers    of   a   pin-oak   leaf 

Clutch  your    sleeve    --   One  dying  hand 

Whirls   on,    crackling    in  death    as 

Dry  winds    twist    about    you  and   sear   your    face. 

FRIENDSHIP 

Joan    Lois    Guthrie  [yjontreat    C.  ,     N.Car. 

When   tlie   days    seem  dim  and  dismal 
Along    life    s    rooted  way, 
Friendship    is    revealed 
In   all  we  do  and    say. 

A  melody   for   young  ars:!   old,  Friendship  may  be    this    sweet- 
A   song   of    love    and    laughter,  ness 

A  song  of   tears    and    sadness  Of    ^n  old    and    tender    scng, 

told  A   fondness    that    remembers 

For    now   and   ever    after.  A   little   kindness    long. 

ON     DEATH 

Qiay    Pt^organ     -     St       Petersburg    yr       C 

I    am  not    afraid    to  die  It    is   not    for   me    to   live 

On   this   day  or    the    morrow.  Just    to  be   alive, 

But    every  now   and    then   I    think  ISut    a  channs    for    me    to  see 

Some    time   Id    like    to  borrow.  All    that    s   new  arrive. 

Will    they   send    rockets    to    the   moon 

or   maybe    to  the    stars? 
What    I   would    really    like    to   know. 

Do  people    live    on  Mars? 

A     CHRISTMAS     TREE 

Marie    peter  son    KjcNally     ■    Geneseo    St.     T.C. 
Star-light,    star    bright    and    sparkling    rain, 
Silver    tinsel    to  hide    your    pain. 
Bright    colored    lights    to  make    you    gay, 
All    this    and   more    for   Christmas  Day. 

Brilliant  balls   that    make    you  sag, 
Thirsty  branches    that  droop   and   drag, 
Small    severed   roots    that    make    you  die    ~- 
And   yet    I  saw  you  brush   the    sky! 
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DEAD     LOVE 

Howard    L=     Israel     -    Franklin    and    ivjarshall    Co 

There's   nothing   so  dead    as   a    love   when   it   dies. 

There's   no  good  burial    of  Dead  Love » 

Except    for    glassy    looks    from  dreary  eyes, 

Like    the   dull  droning  of   big   horse    flies, 

A  hum.    a   pang   that    fills    the    heart    and  mind 

---'   and    friends  whose    eyes    and   hearts   are   blind    ,,,.■ 

PRETENSE 

Marion  Qrr    -  Wellesley  C 

What    loyalty   that    I   have   not    named   and   credited   to  you? 
And   hands    that   move    at   night   as    soft   as    lips    --    that,    too. 
The    silver   circlets    in   the    gauzy  white   are   my  creations, 
And   mine    the    sorry,    tender,    lanpl it   conversations. 

Your   music    that   can  not    be   played    runs    useless    through  my  hands; 
I    see   you  watching   shadowed    there   where  no  one   stands 
A  double  wind    that    sings   a  double    tunc   blows    on,    unreal. 
And    loneliness    is   all    that    t    should    try   to   feel 

MORNING 

Geneva    Worthington    "    Montreat    C     ,     N.Car, 

I    saw    t^se    lake    lie    shining  bright  beneath 

The    suir-'S    carressing   rays,     today,    at   dawn; 

The    gol  ien   head    that    rose    so   slowly  up 

Above    the   crest    of    mountains,    sleeping  yet, 

V/as    like   new- lighted   coals    that    spread    their    glow; 

A    fire    that    grew  until    the   eye   could  tell 

No    longer,    where    the    light   began,     left    off, 

Or  wtiere    it   came        Tlie   calm  of    liquid   gold 

Suffused    the    lake,    the    trees  and   day  was   born 

MEET'    THE     MISSUS 

Re  nee    Morris     =    Brooklyn    C 

From  greenest  water    ro^je  That    sang   the    song    to  Solomon 

The  woman     eternally,     the   woman  Have   come    to  see    the  Blood 

whose   hair    is    made    to  shininer  Brave  Agemertnon  bled,    and   kiss 

In    the    light    of   sun,    while  The   bated,    parted   mouth   of    sin, 

Deepest    night   can  muddy  in  her   eyes  Agistes 

She  who  rose    from  dew     mid    tears  The  weaving    fingers    of  Salome, 

^jeath  rain,    still   is    moistened  so 

through  Glistening   still,    brought  upon 

The   years   with  original    fertility.  a  platter 

Foggy  eyes    and   seething    lips  The    severed   mind   of   numbed 

MacBeth. 
I 

THE     MATTERHORN 

William   H,    Padilla     -    St.    Petersburg    jr „     C. 

Away  in  a   corner,    but    glorious    to  be   seen, 
Stands    the    vast,    strong,    tall,    Matterhorn, 
Chilled   and    freshener^   by    the   passing  clouds, 
Boosted   and   strengthened   by  her    firm  rocks. 

Nor    is    she   bothered   by    the    pigmies   who  scrarrble   o'er    her, 

Some    reach  her    fresh,    tall,    peaceful   sunmits, 

Others    slip  off,    losing   their    tense    grip  and  crurrfcling   at   her    feet, 

But    through  all,    the  Matterhorn  stands   at    peace,    with  pride. 
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AT    THE    COTTAGE 

William    jll3nnedy  Johns    Hopkins    {j 

Glaring    brightness    across    that   which   swells; 
Glistening   granr'         so    loose,     so  warm, 
Covered  with   trariL.ients   come    by   the    knells. 
Growth  of   dry  brown   and  green  void   of    form; 
Silken   veils  which  touch,    push, 
Gather    themselves,    then    individually   slip  away. 


Baltimore 


POETRY 

Mildred    M      Swaningson 

Poetry   is    a  window 

"n    the   heart   of    the    jxiet, 

i'>   sOTne    the    glass    is   crystal    clear. 

And    xnp^t  ience      Haste,    and    indolence 

Will  pause    and   grasp  a   view 

In  others    the    little  panes   with  myriad 

colors    aro    stained 
And    only  perseverance    sees    through. 


Roanoke    C . ,     Va 


SKI  ING 

llene    T^'  r    Snith         Cornell 

The   powdered    snow   is    tlirust   aside 

By   gliding   skiis    of    fleeting   stride. 
The   winds    swirl  dov/n   and    touch  my   face, 

3iit   cannot    still   my   flj'ing  pace. 
I   am  the   victor    come    to  claim 

Xhie   drifted   peaks    of    my  wild  domain. 
Mo  earthly  eyes  can  see  me    fly, 

Only   the    snow  birds,    pine    trees,    and    sky. 


THE     VIOLET 

Ella    Jo    Lee per 

As    the   violet    stood    alone   one   day, 
It   legan    to  weep. 

Just    think  of   all    the    flowers,    it    s.Tiid 
God   gave    the  world    to  keep. 

But    the   world    isn   t    satisfied 
V'it!i    all   our    beautj'  around 
They  break,    beat   and   bruise   us 
And    leave   us    on  the    ground. 


Swift    Memorial    C         Tenn 


But   v/hy  do   I    stand    here   crying 
Over    all   this    evil    that    s   worked. 
Instead,     I   should   be    rejoicing 
yecause    this    evil    I   ve    shirked. 


MY    LIFE     IS     A    TREE 


spent, 
monoch i Id r e  n . 


"rank    H^rnion 

In   the    falling    leaf    is    seen 
The   quiet   death  of   a    life  well 
In   the    falling    acorn    is    seen 
^he    germ  of    another    of   Earth's 
Earth    to  Earth. 
Life   to  Death    . . . ; 

My   life    is   a   tree. 

And   its    cycles    are   mine    .  .  ;  ; 

Acorn  to   the  Earth,    Earth   to  the   tree, 

^ree    to   the    leaf,    leaf    to  the   earth. 


U       of    Georgia 
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AFTERMATH 


Elizabeth  Newton   -  Lynchburg  C 


I  exist    . , , .    weeping  without    tears    , o .  . 
Calling   your    name    in   my  heart       ... 
Treasuring    there,    like  a    thing   sacred, 
The    half -remenbered    sound   of    rain 
On   the  window   of    c  night    long  past 
And   almost    forgotten    .... 

MORNING     OFFERING 

Jo    Ann    M^Guiik       ~    Nazareth    C,     Louisville 

When   the    crystalline   dawn  comes    stealing 

Out    of    the   shadowed   night, 

The    green-gold  of    earth  revealing 

With   its    newborn  transient    light; 

When    the    sun's    million   candles   are   burning 

And    tlie    bird  choirs   chanting   a    lay, 

Then  I   pause    at    the   altar    of    morning 

And   offer    to  God    the   day 

OUR     GOD  .  .  ^ 

Bobbie     jean    Smith     -    The    Berry    S. 

God    is    love,  I    feel   His    jrvresence, 

God    is    light,  B?»th  night    and  day„ 

Like    a    star,  lie    rer-cucs   tie 

Tliat    shines    in   the  night.  When   I    go  astray. 

He    speaks    to  me  So  when    j   am  distressed 

At   break  of  dawn,  Or    feeling  blue, 

Ke    is    still  with  me  I    remerrber    that  God 

When    I    am  alone.  Will  carry   me    through,,; 

MY    WINDOW    PANE 

Janet    T      Carroll    -    Roscmont    C. 

Winter    came    last   night  Winter    spoke    to  me 

fjot    in  a   sudden   storm  Not    in    freezin;^   gale. 

Against    my  window  pane  Against   my  window  part 

She   pressed   her    icy    form.  She  whispered    through  her    veil, 

Winter    laughed    last    night 
Not   with  blinding   snow 
Against   my  winelow  pane 
She    tlirust    her    frosty  glow, 

HOW     TO     MAKE     AN     AUTUMN     LEAF  . 

Jean    Bacon     -    Nazareth    Academy 

A   touch  of    gold    from  the    goldenrod 

And    red    from  the    afterglow, 
A  bit    of    brown    to    tone    it   down, 

A    trace    of    green   --   and    lo! 

A   leaf    from  ^^other   Nature's    book 

Displays    a   gaudy  show 
of  web -like    lines    and   gay  designs 

Which  set    the    leaf    agloWo 
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THE     ISLANDS 

Me r t on    A,     Chris  tense n         Washington    Miss       C 

There    s    a   silver    moon  o  er    the   quiet    seas, 
Among    the   palms    is    a   gentle   breeze; 
The  white   surf    licks    at   a    sandy   shore. 
Along   the    reef    tine   hrealcers   rear; 
Ta'3r2    s    a  if    tropic    rain,; 

Anc5    then   tlie   moon  sails    out   again,       - 
O'er    t he    i s 1  and s , 


FAITH 

Wendell    Roye  Howard    U 

Each  man  must    have    a    gorl 

And    each  gcd   a   iran 

For    godless   men  have   never    trod 

On  aught   but    shifting   sarri. 

Th?   nan  may  be    a   pagan 

Who   rakes   his    stand   alone 

But    that    godless   man    is    r    :    a   m.an. 


The   God   may  le    a   mossy  stone 
Staunch   in   a    fruitful    land 
Put    less    the    man     God    is   a 

word 
Ec^hoing   over   a  derolate    strand: 
Eacn   aione   warders    -.in loved, 
unheard. 


RETREAT 

jolin    B      Walsh         Canisius    C         Buffalo 

Well  God,    it's   been  quite    long   since    last    I    talked  with  Y<^u 
Our   visits    in   the    yesteidays   fiave   been   1   know,    too    ie^M. 
FiUt   now    let    3    sit    and    tajk,    an-d   j^lease   God,    give    to  me 
The    courage    and    the    grace    to  walk    throu.gh    life  witii  Thee., 

I   know   I    stumbled   lie  re    and   there    along    the    read    of    life 
And    yielded   sometimes    to   the    foe   in   life    s   eternal    strife. 
Out    now    let    me    foj-gel    m.y  past,    my  vjealth,    my   lover    s    sigh. 
Aid    show   pe   constantly  each  day   the   v/ay   to    live   arvd   die 


THOUGHTS     AT     BREAKFAST 

Ann    Enibrey 

What    is    life? 

J  wonder    too 

A   constant    rushing? 

Fiuch   to  do. 

What  does  it  mean? 
This  constant  show 
Is    there   no  stopjping? 

Mo  cry  of    \{-:>\ 


Me  mp  1 1  i  s    State    C 

I   ve    set    myse If 
A    lire   of    rusli. 
i   miss    it    not, 
Tears    hurt    too  much, 

^Jo,  J  miss  it  not, 

It  pierced  too  deep 

As  tears  are  ours  for  weeping, 

So,  friends  are  ours  to  l-ee.i. 


A     VIEW     OF     MAN 

V/  i  1  1  i  am    T  ,     l^a  r  s  h  a  11 

Thinl;   not    of    a   man   as    he    may   seem, 
That   v/hich   you  may   see, 
But    think   of   nan's      possit  ilities, 
That   which   he    is    able    to  be. 

Tfiinlc  not    of    a    thorny   rose    stem 
That    survives    tlie   winter    long, 
But    think   of   spring,    tlie    green   leaves, 
And   v/hen   the    I. lossoras    come! 


Moravian    C 
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POSS IBILITY 

Jackye    Mirken    -    Davis    and    Elkins    C, 

To   keep  one's    eyes    in   the    future 

When  one    s    heart    is    in    the   p)ast, 

Is  as  difficult 

As    putting   rope    through  a   small  And   yet, 

eyed   needle.  It   can  be  done. 

remember!  ' 

Elisabeth    j;     M^Sherry    -    George    Washington 

'Remenber    now   thy  Creator  In   the    beginning  He 

In   the  days    of    thy  youth    ?  Brought    order    out    of   chaoSo 

Oh  Student!    Hunan  destiny  Whither  now,    without   Him? 

Hangs   on  thy  not    forgetting  Man   s   best    can  not   create 

Dark  clouds    enshroud      and   chaos  Qne    little    flower      nor   mend 

Threatens    once   more     The  atoms  Oie    aching  heart     Vvliat    folly 

Split      and   only  God   can  To  attetTj:)t    to  build   a  world! 

Make   us   dwell    in   safety  'Remenber   new.'    thy  Creator!' 

PLEA     TO    MAN 

Irving    Center     =    Brooklyn    C= 

I    raise   my  voice    in  a  broken  cry  They  are    friends    I   ve   never   met 

To  heaven   and    the   silent   sky,  Friends    I   cannot    forget 

pleading    tlie    cause    of    lonely  men.  Who  have  also  pleaded  and  i^rayed 

I,    V  ho  have    left    their   vacuumed  den.  But  were   quietly  betrayed, 

The    earth    gives  water    to  a    flower 
Not   some   higher    unseen   poi'.ver 
^Q,  must  water    the    lonely  mind 
And  relate    it    to  earth  and   mankind 

Why  do    I  care?     Wliy  do    I  write 
Into   the    hazy  hours    of    the   night? 
Who  are    they   that    push   this   pen? 
They  are  We;    I   am  one  of    them. 

I     ONCE     HAD     A     LOVE 

Rutli    Johnson     »    Morgan    State    C         r^jd  « 

I    once   had   a    love 

Who  knew  my  every  dimention; 

the    length   of    rry   trust, 

the  breadth   of   my  power   of    comfort 

and    the   very  depth   into  which   I 

sent    my  heart    to  serve   our    love 
Hc'wever      mj^    love    forgot    that 
I    ;jm  human  cursed   by   the 

Convention  of  deflection.  ^ 

A     THOUGHT 

Elaine    Ellis     -    Endicott    junior    C. 

In  a   quarrel,     the    softer    voice 

V-'i  1 1    triurrph   over    all 

As    sweet   music   will  calm  a  wild  beast. 

It   appears,    ccnquers,    and    then  vanishes; 

But   many  times   eating  at    one's   heart, 

Like   moss   critmbling  a   rock 

Through  sheer   persistence, 

And    once   having  claimed  a    tiny  point 

Nothing  can  wash  out    a  word   of    it. 


79 


ODE    TO    SLEEP 

Ronald    Robert    Jacobs 

Too    long  have   you  eluded   me 

my  evasive    soul, 
For  what   seems    like   endless    time 
you  have    remained    aloof, 
MIy   incessant   quest    for    you 
Must    be    rewarded    soon 
E  er    lost    from  me    in  dreams 

that   can  not  be 


-    Roanoke    C 


Vfl: 


AILEEN 


Roy    Scharf     -    U       of    Connecticut 


Her    freckled  cheeks  were    a   cloudless   sky, 

Her    eyes   an  autumn  sun 

And   her    smile    the    first   moist   winds    of   spring 

Ere    the    last    gray  drifts    are   done 

Her    laugh  was    like    the    fragrance   after, 

After    a   sv/ift   spring    rain 

Arid   heard    I  but    her    joyful    laughter. 

So  was   my  soul   made  whole   again 


ON    THE     DEATH    OF     A     YOUNG     BOY 

Sister    Mary   Richard  St       Joseph    s    C. 

Boy  of    the    fledged   heart  1    fashioned   subtle   bars 

Kfeaning  to  cage  your  wings 
As  well  ground  liaring  hawk 
Or    silence    singing    things. 

Boy   of    the    fledged   heart 
These    you   have    left    to  me    == 
Slim  whittled  wooden  plane> 
Thirst    for    eternity 


I   knevj   you   planned   your    flight 
Else      -    why  carve  winged   toy 
And   chart    skj^- lanes    at    night? 


CROSSROADS 

John    E       M^cNab 

Man   in   this    moment    holds    the  world 

The   power    to  create. 

Tlie    making  of    another    life> 

The    choice    to    love    or    hate. 

The    still   unseen   tomorrow 
Already   seeks    the    mould 
All   ours    to   shape      to    fashion, 
In  manner   weak    or   t>old. 


George    Washington    U 


If   now   our    footsteps    falter 
The    children   yet   unborn 
Will    in   tomorrov.'s    agony- 
Remember   but   with   scorn 
That    in   this    day  of   destiny 
Our    courage    was    stillborn. 


ON    THE     UTILITY     OF     KINGS 

Edward    S.     Brubaker     -    Franklin    and    Marshall 

A  nan  while    staixiing   at    the  block. 
There   pausing,    turned   and   threw  a    rock 
Of   liard  advice,    to  men  and   mice. 

'Oh  world,    put    not    yovtr    trust    in  kings!'    he    cried; 
Spilled   blood   enough    to  drown   all  kings,    and   died., 

But    men.,     the    fools,    still   hope    to   gain  by   favor, 

What    they,     the    rogues,    will   not    attertpt   by    labor, 

And    still    their   kings   abide,    despite   that    bloody   tide. 


80 

THE     GOLDEN     FLEECE 

Marguerite    T.     Laird  Armstrong 

Small    gray  clouds   when   caught   by   sudden    sunbeams, 
Become    t!ie    golden   fleece    of    all   our   dreams. 
Small   withered    blossoms    blessed   by  sv'Tner    rain. 
Lift  drooping   heads    in  glory  once   a'f^i^in. 
And   so  my  heart   while   musing   o'er    tlie   past, 
Grows    tender  v/ith   the    hope    the   years   hold   fast. 


SIMPLE     BROAD     NOBLE 

Dona Id    por  t e r 

SiiTiple    love, 
broad    ideas, 
noble  deeds 
would   maVe 
any   prisoned    mind 
free    to  breatlie    the 
grandeur    of    life. 


Eenox  -  Franklin  and  yar shall 

Sirr^jle   virtues, 
broad   viv  tues, 
noble    virtues 
could    solve 
troubles    for    monkind, 
make  peace,    end  v/ar, 
and  banish   strife. 


COBWEBS 


The 


Jud  ith    D       Stevens 


morning    rays    sb.one 
on   a    single    strand 
which    the    night   worker 
liad  woven 
A    jeweled    ladder    for 
him  to  climb 
to   reach 
liis    destination. 


Russell    Sage    C 

Suspended      swinging 

swaying  in  tlie  sun 
wait  please  don  t 
sweep    it   down. 

For    it    s   by  a   slei^ler, 
gossamer    thread 
that    I.    too,    am 
lianging  on. 


NO     DREAM 


G       Seay  Pea body   C. 


QPiCe   V'  'le    the    hjouse   was    sleeping 
Angel  ine    crept    from  her   bed 
And    looked    into    the  dee^)  warm  yard 
llere   are    roses    there,    she   said. 

So    following    paths    of   moonlight 
S!ie    ran    to   the    garden  below 
I^auglied   at    the    fragrance    about    her 
And    gathered    an  armful    '  f   snow. 

FOREST     SCENE 

Pliyllis    Shulman         V.'orcester    State    T    C 
Slivers    of    lig}it    through    the    green  clunped    trees, 
nvals    of    sun    on    the   i-ine    strewed    ground. 
Trickles    of   bird    notes    sinking    low, 
'^^"   rising   high,    to  be    lost    in  the    glow 
Or    the    sun,    bending  down  on   its   knees. 

Whispers    of  wind    through   tlie    sculptured    leaves. 
Brushes    of    breeze   on   the   dreamy  brool;. 
Flutter    of    bird  wings    "gainst    the   west, 
Then   folded   close    to  be    stilled    to    rest 
Dy   the    fullness    of    the    forest    peace. 
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AN    EMOTION 

Solomon    Goldstein    =    CityC,     N,Y.: 

An  emotion  unfruitful, 

Rotting    its    source 

And   causing    it    to  grapple  with  hope, 

The   continuous    consciousness    of    its    growth 

Coupled  with   the    knov/ledgt    of    its  potential, 

We   continue    to   inflict      upon  ourselves    tlje    wound, 

And   anxiety  and   hope    its    venon:i. 

DETERMINED     OPTIMIST 

Dollie     M^rie    Jefferson    -    Dillard    U,,     La. 

Fellow  Voyagers  --  why  not  live?  Hands  upon  it  standing  still, 
This  wide  world  has  much  tc  give;  So  love,  live,  work  -—  with  a 
Never    rush  along    life's   way,  will. 

There's    ample    time    to  make    it    gay:      Put   more    faith   in  a    tomorrow 
Do   not    let    fate    interfere.  Though   it    bring    you   mirth    or 

To  all    good    things    lend    an  ear.  sorrow. 

Once    the   clock  of    life  we   wind.  YvoVOT^i  life    ....    We've    gc  t 

Never   knowing  when  we'll    find  tc   \'^Q'\ 

This   great    old  world    has    heaps 
to    give! 
BENEDICTION 

Jeanne    Marie    Guerin    ■=    Rosemont    C. 

Before    the    step,  A  dusky  calm  — 

Cast    on   my  knees;  A   heart    that    pounds ^     -- 

One    light    of    red,  A    tongue    too    thiol: 

An  incense   breeze    --  Tc    form  the    sounds, 

A  choir    far    --  The    silent   Kost 

A    thread-like    tone  In  blessing  raised    — 

Thai  warms    and   chills;     --  By  three -score    liearts 

A   pulsing   stone.  Thr-ir   God    is   praised, 

HER     PICTURE 

Elizabeth    Ashley     -    Cc     of    [>jew    Roche  lie 

A   girl    in   a   garden  with  a    flower    in  her    hair, 

With   the    sun   on  her    face    and    a  merry,    gentle    air. 

A   girl    in   a    garden,    sitting    on    the    grass, 

While    time    goes    quickly   and    the    seasons    pass. 

A  girl    fresh  and    smiling,    with   the    sunmer    still  near 

And    a   sparkle    in   her    laughter    that    one    can  almost   hear. 

A   girl    always    silent    through   the   years    tliat   pass, 

While    the    wind    lifts    her    tresses    as    she   sits    on  the    grass. 

AN     ODE     TO    THE     DEW 

W,     Cornelius    Ellegood     -    U..     of    Virginia 

This,    Thanatos,     is    just    the   dew, 

A   tear   of   God    from  the    silent    night, 

Left   when  none   might    see   him  weep; 

It    lingers    on    'til    coming  dawn, 

It    lingers    as    it    fades, 

But    sparkle    left  will   yet   remain 

To   fill    the    coming  day. 

It   passes    on    to    life    anew, 

It    pulses    glowing    green, 

And,    Ttenatos,    you   have   no   smile, 

For   death  was   not   your    glean. 
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TUMBLEWEEDS 

George    A=     Noah    -    Middle    Georgia    C. 

Flakes   of  dawn   that    have    lost    their  way, 
Cup   for   a    thirsty  star; 

For    the   desert    is    as    fair    as   an  angel    s  dream, 
And    these   drifters   her    children  are    -• 
Born  of    the   dust    and   breath  of    the  wind, 
Nurtured   at    the    breast    of   the    sun 
Onward    they  bounce    through   the    tepid   air 
Till    they   and   the   earth  become    one. 

THE     TORTUGAS 

Cadet    Thomas    Brown    Wilber     -    Va       Military    I 

The  watch  had   changed, 

And   bells   announced    the    sight   of    those  dark   islands 

Pressed   between    tlie    sky    and    sea. 

The    black   shores   were   kissed 

By  swollen,    white    lipped  waves. 

A   land   of   night   was    this    — 

Where   day  was    just    an   interlude, 

And   men   sowed    their    hearts   by   starlight    in    the    sand. 


IDEAL 

Martha    F      Mic  lie  1  f  e  Ider  Greenbrier    C 

If    a  mortal   being  cm  offer    me 

The    love    I    find    in  ixjetry 

Can  he    give    that    immDrtal    peace 

That    master    s   words    so   oft    release? 

And    in   ail    that    tranquility. 

Can   he    set    again   the    flame    in   me 

That    stirs    a  burning  lieart    to  burst 

Then  carry   tlie   water    to  quench  my   thirst? 

BRAHMAN 

Francis    Harold    Long     -     New    York    U. 

Sometimes    amidst    the    blaze    of    setting   sun 

That    caps    the   snow  peaked    hills  wlien  day  is  done 

I    ve    sat    and  wondered   at    the    p     -"ing   gray, 

As    consciovisness    crept    silent  Ij    away. 

I    ve    felt    alone      and    free,    tliere   was    no   errth, 

No    restless  world  which  yields   but   death  s    rebirth. 

All   had    gone    save    space    and    I   alone 

Then  space  was    gone  -   and  God   and    I  were    one. 

VOICE     OF     THE     FOREST 

Robert    T       Mikulewicz     ~    Wilkes    C.        Pa. 

My    love    speaks    to   you    like    the   voice   of    the    forest, 
A   tender    breeze   whisp'ring   against    your    heart   s   ear, 
As,    sighing   and    t^em^:ling,    and   anxiously   swaying, 
It   begs    of   your   heart,     'Try   to   see!    Try   to  hear! 
But    is    your   heart  deaf    then,    or  blind,    my  beloved? 
Your   heart,     is    it    fashioned    of   cold,    brittle    glass? 
Are    you  ti   t    aware    of    the   voice   of    the    forest? 
But    I    forget;     you  are   a  city  bred    lass. 
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Lowell    Textile    I 


SONG     OF     A     PEACEFUL     SKY 

Berkley   Charles    j^athorne 

Diving  through   the    thin  wisps   of    clouds   and 
Seeing    them  scatter.,    or   chewed   up  by   the    thundering   props 
Softly,    slowly,    gently   landing   on  a  wind  whipped   airstrip  of 

stratus,    and    taking   off    again 
Discovering   the    azure    heavens      a  blue   never    seen   on  earth, 
Feeling   the    turbulent    bouncing  as    the   cumulus    resist    my    fun. 
Realizing  God    and   His  wonders   as    i   play  outside   nis   door 

This    is    flying    in  a   peaceful    sky,    now   that    the    blood    is   dry. 


MIST 


Margaret    E,     C,     Alford 


Mist    on   the   mountain. 
Slowly,    silently  rising, 
Rising   to  mingle 
With  low-flying  clouds. 
Where   are    you   off    to? 
Where    is   your    liomeplace? 
Eerie   visitor 
Come    f  r  om  afar. 


of    William    and 
Mar  y 


Hold,    take    us   with   you, 
Back   to  your    birthplace. 
On   silent   wisig-. 
Borne    to    far    spaces . 
Yours    is    the    strangeness 
Of    unguessed  beginnings= 
IMhappy,    restless, 
Gray   in   the   dawning. 


MODERN    PAINTING 

Frances    Rosenson 

'Spoon  River  Anthology' 
What    is    opthomology? 
Opulent,    opposable, 
Useful   or  disposable 
Oppression,    Gaelic    gaiety 
Football   games    -  -   Ijurrahity 
Sackcloth;    sacking,    saccharine 
Silly     stupid      small  or   dim 


"    Clarion    State    T    C 

Changing,    running,     lipstick 

tubes 
I've   got    a  cold    so   I    say      fubes 
Letters      boxes      stationery. 
Smoke    and   blue    or    honorary. 
I  write    this    for    the    sake   of 
Art    — 
Abstraction      --      From  the 
WIj^jzxv.  ?a\uX\T\fe  ,      hear  t .  ' 


RAIN 


Edward    Wasiolek    =    Rutgers    \] 


Sweet   balm  of    heaven^ 
Caress    me    and   never    stop, 
patter    and    lull   me   with 

thy   rhythmic  chant. 
Softly  you   steal    through 

the   dark. 
Sweet,     fresh,    cool. 
Can    any  doubt    your    gentle  message? 


Minutes    ago  parched    lips 

Raised    longingly   to  heaven 

Now,    moist    and    soothed,, 

yet.    some    turn   up   their   collars. 

Why  do   they  spurn   you? 

You  only  wanted    to   pat 

their    cheeks. 
To  bathe    their    thoughts. 


APOLOGY    TO    WORDSWORTH 

Betty    E,     Stone     = 

My  heart    leaps   up  when   I   behold 

A  woman  passing   by: 

So   it    was  v/hen  my    life   began, 

So   it    is    now  I    am  a   man; 

So   be    it   when   I   shall    grow   old, 

Or    let    me  die! 

Woman   is    master    of    the   Man, 

And    I   hope   my  days    sliall    be 

Bound    to  each   other    by    femininity 


William    Jewell    C , 


MO 
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WATERFRONT 

E.     i^obert    Fitzsimmons 

The   briny  mist, 

It    shoreward    lists 

To  quench    thie    fire. 

Excitement    lingers; 
Slrw'ly  quivers, 
And    fades    --    inadvertently, 
As    inward   rolls    the    fog. 


-    Set  on    Hall    C 


THOMAS     WOLFE 

Ar  t  hur    Vv'e  i  t  zner 

Look  homeward,     lonely  angel, 
Blessed   time   has   passed   away. 
You,    having  drunk  of   the    river 
Are    lost,    and    in  disiray. 
The    hills    teyond   are    high  and 
strange  , 
An  unknown  wel'  of    steel   and   men; 
Look  backward,    reeling   angel, 
You  can't    go    there    again. 


New    York    U. 

Walk   onward,    b?art-sick  angel, 
God,    love,    home   have    flown  away; 
Anfl    feeling  drugged   by   the   river 
T5«   devil    has    his  day. 
The   mist   ahead    is    soothing   soft. 
The    life   behind  has   dimjred   your 

hope ; 
Walk    forward,    wing -clipped   angel 
Think   more,    dream  more,    grope. 


Binnie    [vliller  Elmirr    C. 


The      -ip  and    skip   of  l rooks. 

The      ?  f  ting   of   warinwij-ds, 

The   '>eauty  of    small    nooks 

Teach  me    all  new  kinds 

Of   ways    to    love    my   living, 

Ways    to    find   my   own    - 

To   cherish  all    that    giving 

Can  have    sown 


In  Spring,    I    love    you  dearly 
r.Iy   thoughts    are    tenderness, 
Why  does    it    happen  yearly 
That    I    find   myself    in   stress? 
I    see    your    face    in  all    things 
In   trees    and    grass    and   buds 
When   all    at    once    ny  heart    sings 
In  exalting    love      - 


SURRENDER 

Robert    Edwin    Sabbato,     jr 

No   real    love 
ijave    I    shared, 
No  real    life 
llave    I   he  Id  . 
Only   struggle 
Futile    struggle 
Without    reward. 
Desire    to  possess 
No    longer    stays. 


Temple    U 


No    inner    force 
Haunts    to  achieve. 
Give    up,    surrender! 
Defeat    is   easy, 
Swallow   it    hard. 
Defeat    is    easy, 
End   sel f -striving! 


paters  on    St.     T.C.,     N.J 


GREAT     MAESTRO 

Luc  ia    Alcaro 

Not    only   in   the   chnrches    is   God's   music    sweet. 

I    hear    it   even   on    the    crowded    street, 

Tl\^S    lov^li^iess    of    thought    that    liquefies 

into    a    Singing    sunset    in    the    evenirie   skies. 

No  matter  where    the   door    that    love   has   entered    in, 

I    hear   His   holy  syrrphony  begin. 

Not   with  my  ears,    but    with  my  waiting   soul 

I    hear    the  M^^stro's  celestial    organs    roll. 
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GEORGIA    CLAY 

Mai  gar et    Stucki     •    Bsrnard    C. 

Like    a   mother's    hands    on  washday, 
Red   ard  worn  the    road       - 
Furrowed,    pressed.^    and  dry, 
Tissue -fjatterned  ,    hardened   cells, 
Ever-serving   palms    are    they, 
Georgia's    blessed  eroded  clay, 

IN     MEMORY 

Helen    Eileen    Reid      ■    George    Washington    U. 

Not  where    the   dogwood  abundant    grows,    not  where   majestic  willow 

stands 
Nor  where    the   cabled   bridges    fell      -    formed  by  careless   hands. 
Not  where    the    carpeted  williams    grow,    enhanced    by    shaded    feins 
Nor   at    the  birches    thicket,    nor  where    the    river    turns, 
But   here,    at    the  bape  of    ths    island,    at    foot    of    sheltered   stair 
H;re    let    us   pause    foi    meinory's   sake;    and   breathe    a  quiet    prayer. 

A    CIGARETTE 

Margherita  Burgio    Penn  Hall  jr   C 

A  cigarette    is   a   slender   wliite    line 

A  pin}>oint    of   crimson    fire 

A  curl    of    lazy  smoke 

A    feeling  of    intoxication    tliat    tingles    your    s;)ine 

A   spell   of   sultriness    divine 

A  cigarette    is   born  by  a   match  s   desires ^ 

A   shaiTE.     into   nothingness      it   dies 


GHETTO 

Els  a    Schiff         Drew    U         Madison      N    J    , 

A  million  lonely  people 

Hudd 1 e  t  oge  t he  r 

As  signposts  in  the  desert. 

They  cry 

And  the    air    reeks  with   the   stench  of   blood. 

Hungry  harris    reach   out. 

Tfe   cold    air    fails    like    sand 

Upon    their    fingers 

nigh    shrieks    fall    from  rimless    lips 

As    they   huddle    togetiier 

In  the   wind. 

TETHERED     TONGUE 

John    L      Rossi     -     Mt       St       M^ry    s    C 

Not    once   a    summer   wanes    and   sets    its    sun 

Upon   a   gold   horizon    (whicli   if    fall) 
F^ut    what    someone    of    nature    s    students 

pours    forth  a    glowing   tribute,   which  we    call 
A   poem  or    essay,    or    some   name  which  speaks    the    things    he    felt    . 

While    out   of   me,    when   nature   spreads   her    Shavl, 
There    only  comes    a    strange    and   profound    silence, 

And    no  words    surge   up   in  m,e   at    alL 
And    then    in   childish  awe,     I   wonder    at    the    genius 

Who  can  master    phrases    fit    for    her, 
And   then,    my  soul    feels    o   so  small! 
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SONG     OF     A     DREAMER 

Mary   Ellen    Murphy    -    Albert  us    Magnus    C  = 

The    realist    laughs. 

He  does    not   know  * 

How  potent   dreams   can  be 

For    dreams   are    oft 

the    moving    force 

behind    reality, 

A  TENET 

Narcissus  Givings  -  Virginia  State  C. 

Time    is    aged   and 

Man.    too     wears    the    robe    of 

Days    flown  by   in   silence 

Day    is    not    always   day; 

l^oc    is    the    night    forever    a  Faith,    endlessly  mislaid      leads 

Shade  dividing  endless    hours  Divergence   and    resent)lance 

of    light  Both  astray 

THE     MAKING     OF    A     DEWDROP 

Ann    Albanese     -    Nazareth    Ac   ,    Rochester,,     N,Y- 

Where  does    it   come    from,     that  drop  of  dew? 

That    shimmers    silver    in   the   morn. 
Vi'hy   it    s   a    tear   an  angel   shed 
When  once   his  wings  were    torn 
Weep  not    '    his    Master    gently  saidp 
For  wings   can  be    repaired, 
And   your    tear    on   the    clover 

Made    the    morn   bright j    with  crystal    shared, - 

DROUGHT 

"eat  rice    Black    =    Berry   C. 

Dust       = 

Swirling  in  gray  clouds 

Choking.,  stifling  the  plowhand, 

Causing  the  plodding  mules 

To  droop  along  the  furrow 

Covering  the  twisted  plants 

With  a  gray  blanket. 

Hot  sun  glcw/ering  Animals^ 

From  a  cloudless  sky  Vainly  watching,  searching 

parched  fields,  twisted  and  yellow   The  glazed  blue  sky 

Spiritless  fields,  people  Hopelessly  looking  for  rain=, 

SUMMER 

Galway    ^j      Kinriell     =■    Princeton    U  = 

The    stars  were  wild    that   summer   evening, 
And    even   as    ten  minutes    length   lay  by, 
And   on  the    low   lake   shore    stood   you   and   I, 
Ten  brilliant   points    of    light  went    sciddering 
Abruptly  down   the    arches   of    the    sky, 

I    looked   upon   your   heart    that   dying    surrrner, 
And    saw   your    silent   woman's   heart    grown  wild, 
Whereupon   you    looked   at    me    and   smiled, 
Saying    you    felt    afraid,    and    that    you  were 
Weary  of   being   mite   and   unde filed. 
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TO     MAE     (Age     16,      May,      1947) 

Philip    A       Friedman    -    ^ew    Yoi"k    U. 

How   rare    it    is    to    find    a   pure   petal 

Among  a  host    of    thorns. 
What  worder    to  discover   a   young  blossom 

Among    the  weeds    I    scorn. 

Ard    this    have    i  perceived    in  May 

V/lien  heaven  kisses    earth; 
And   all    the   woild    seems    fine    and   gay, 

And    I   am  filed  with  mirth. 

And    I   beseech   that    little    flower- 
Stay,    oh   stay  as   naive    as    you  now  are! 


BELVIEW        REFLECTIONS 

Dale    H      Ratliff 

■  V'nt    shafts    of    light 
i  i:it    a  Western   sky, 
Soft    shades   of    blue 
Fading    into  white. 
This  ,    my  Love,    is   evening, 
Prelude    to    the   night. 


Centre    C. ,    Danville 

A  crescent    moon  above 
t^e veals    its    hidden   ray 
With   the   blushing   coynes 
of    a   piaid    in    love, 
And    in  a   distant    brancli 
There    sobs    a  Turtledove. 


K.y 


ON     SEEING     A     TREE     BUD     IN 

Rosa    Racamato 

Slowly,    with  caution 

The    lethargic    earth   awakens. 

I  he    frozen   ground    ,  , 

Ti"e   dormaiit    verdure       . 

Vacationing  birds    and 

Smug  man , 

After  the  close   warm 

Security  of  winter 

Burst ! 

Into  life;  pregnant,  awake, 

Fresli,,  eager  to    art  anew. 


SPRING 

U       of    Bridgeport 

To'test    their  wi'TiJS, 
A  he  ir    powe  r  s  ,    t  h?  i  r    f 
Slowlj/,    with  caution 
The    lethargic   earth  a 
Qnce    again 
And    soon,    again 
Weary   of    the    I>urden, 
Sickened    by   the    greed 
Tired   of  man   s   perfid 
Will    sleep  again    , 
Wi  1  1   sleep  agai;        ... 


ertility. 

wakens    ,  . 


GRANDMOTHER     S     MIRROR 

Fay    Ross     K^tterer 

Tiiis    antique   mirror    flatters    ms . 
V^itliin    its    depths    I    seotn   to   see 
Mj'self    in   silken   finery 

And    ix)wd.  e  r  ed    hair. 
A   swain   looks   uj)  adorinc^ly 

Beneath    the    stair. 

I    see   myself   a    shy  coquette, 

Witli  quaint   bouquet    of    mignonette, 

Forget   me -not,    and   violet. 

With  mask   of    lace, 
We   dance    the   stately  minuet 

With  charming   grace 

Tue  waxen  tapers ,  row  on  row, 
Reflected  in  the  mirror,  glow 
in    sconces    over   Belle   and   beau. 

Each  step  concurs 
To    tones    played  with   adagio 

On  dulcimers. 


Cleveland    C 
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BEAUTIFUL    THOUGHTS' 

Earl    Compton    =    St,     h?arys    Seminary,     i^d 
We   may  not   always    be  what  we    think  we    are 
But    after  awhile  we   are  what  we    think, 
When  all    seems   a  burden  and   you   are   but   a    traveler 

along   life's    rugged  way, 
Stop  and    speak  with    the   birds    in   the    trees 
Or    think  on   the    petals   of   the    rose 
A  man's    heart   comes   out    through  his   mouth   so 
Speak  and    think   only  of   beautiful    things 


CLUE 


Lost: 


Catherine    M^y^^rd     -    Keuka    C. 


When  you  were    reaching    for   a   star, 

You    11    find    the   silver    thought 

of   cloud    light. 

Not    a   solid,    beaten   streak. 

But   dust 

In  a  million  hungry  eyes. 


TO    AUTUMN 

peter    Greene 

There    is   no    lover   can  compare 
With  autumn  on  whose  wings 

Are  borne   such  golden   treasures 
rare ; 
Such  lovely:    precious    things, 

There    is  no  master   can  conpose 
Such  music i    as    she  makes 

While    every  hill   and  pasture    glows 
With  every  step  she    takes 


Set  on    Hall    C 

There    is   no  queen   so  richly 
clad 
She  carries    ri^Vened    grain 
With  choicest    fruits    to  make 
us    glad 
And  cups    of    joy   to  drain. 

Hers    is   a  time,    when   thoughts 
are    long 
When   troubled  hearts   begin 
To  dream  of    friendly   fires   and 
song 
And   crops    to    gather    m. 


SAT ISFACTION 

Franklin    Rodocker     -    Heidelberg    C 

As    I  work  with  halting   rhyme 

And   ponder    on  divinity 
Two  questions    -=  What    it  was    preceded    time, 

What's   beyond    infinity 

The    universe    in   tremendous    splendor; 
Celestial   holocausts    and    lesser    lights 
Burning,    pulsing,    coldly  and   afar 
Planets    void   of    this,    the    life  we    know 

Slaying   minor   parts    in  our    short    play   -- 
hich   act    is    this?     What    players    leave    the    stage? 
What    is   beyond    the    farthest    star? 
What  was    there   before    that    star  whose    light 
Faded  when  our    earth  began   its    course? 
Who  sees   me,    bewildered,    huddled    crj    the   plain, 
White    in    the    light    of   space,    chilled    in   the  wind    of    time? 

As    I  work  with  halting    rhyme 

And   ponder   on  divinity, 
Two  answers    --  God    it  was   preceded   time; 

God's   beyond    infinity. 
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WHY  ,  ^      „       , 

Robert    E.     Boyle 

How  white    the   clouds! 
How  blue    the   sky! 
How  deep   the    thought ! 
How   sad   the    sigh! 

How  bright    the    stars! 
How  keen   the  eye! 
HOW  dark   the   night! 
The   qiKStion    --  why? 
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CHANGELESS 


Jean    Zerfas     -    Nazareth    C. 


Mich 


TiitK   has    passed   me   by. 

Like    the  wind   and    sand 

1   am  changeless.      ^fy  hands 

Have    tiJled    the    hardened    lard; 


M>'    glassy  eyes    have  wept    the 
Bitter    tears    of    failure; 
Hungry  cries    have    forced   rrie 
To   try,    anot  1  le  r   ye  a  r  . 


The  wird    has    left    its    stamp  on  me. 
My  eyes    are  dulled;    it^"    fingers    bent; 
My  bacl<  doubled.      But    still    .,..    I   have 
Not    changed    ....    My  soul    is   heaven    sent. 


AUTUMN    DAYS 

Ann    Zimmerman 

The    autumn  days  wear   on 

III  pleasant    red   and  brown 

A  he  wind    is    still 

And    yet    the    leaves 

Come    t UiT? ) ling   d o^vn 

The   c  ampus 

Clothed    in  green  and   orange 

IS    pleasant    to   the    eye 

It    s   days    like    these 

TlTat   make   a   student    feel   quite    spry 


E  v  a  n  s  V  i  1 1  e    C 

The    sky   above 

Is   brilliant   col>alt    blue 

Which  only  gay  October 

Brings  to  you. 

The  bushes  and    the  trees 

Ail  seem  to  say 

Qh,  close  your  books! 
Come  out  and  play  tonay 


SYMPHONY 

Joan    N      Kinnear  Ohio    State    U 

Above    the    restless   mirrmur   of    a    sea   of    strings. 
I   can  hear    the  wistfuJ    tone   of    silver    flutes 
Entangled  with   the    oboe    in  a   muted   song 

Impassioned   strings    pour    forth  their    constant  pulsing    theme 
insistent    trurr^>ets   call   and   call   in  searching   tone 
And    hear    no  answer         In   t.he    sudden  silence    fail 
ihe   plaintive  notes    of    throbbing  horr.    a   ceaseless    tfiought 
Of   never    ending   time        Again    the    oboes    join 
Tne    flutes    h^   hopeful   mood     desiring   only  peace; 
Instead    they    find   alone    an  everlasting   hum 
As    strings    are   weavir^   patterns    light    and  dark,    across 
A  warp  ot    basses    plucked    in   enriless    rhythm..       Soon 
^he    sea    roars    loud  as    storms   approach  and   brasses   blare 
A  warning    to   the  woodwinds,     joining   surging   strings, 
fhey  hurry    —    faster  fa^ ; ?r ,    ever    rushing   on, 

Til  with   a   mighty  sweep,    a    toppling  wave    of   sournl      - 
With  cymbals   crashing    loud    in    final   climax   bold    - —" 
The   music   ends 
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T«EY    ARE     MARCHING     YET 

Jfeff    L      Horn    =    Centenary   C, 

In   this  war's   vital   after -math 

Do   not    forget    these    restless   men 

Who  march  Forever's    path 

Who  dream  of   peace    they  died    to  win. 

NEW     SNOW 

Mary    Jean    Malott     =■    Anderson   C. 

Confetti   dropi)ed   by  angel   hands. 
Shifting    earthward    like    the    sands 
That    slowly  sift   through   twisted    glass; 
Confetti    tossing  high   in   swirls, 
Drifting  back    in  natural   curls 
Like   wind=tossed    tresses   of  a    girl; 
Confetti    ==     .    white,    and  soft,    and    light, 
Drifting,    shifting   all    the  night 
Till   earth,    in   silken  gown,    retires. 

A  MOOD 

Charlotte  Goodrich  "  Illinois  Wesleyan  U- 

O'er   silvery  Vv'aves    upon    the    green  mesh  sea. 
The    tlieme    so   transcelent    and    filled  with  stars 
Transports    my   thoughts    and  causes    them   to    flee 
From  daily  tasks,     the    gaudy   cheapness   mars 
My  dreams    of    happiness    and   heartfelt    joy. 
No  other  way  be   known   to    leave   this   state 
Of   stark  reality  except  deploy 
The    tones,    until    their    broadness   did   create 
A  whirlpool,    sucking    in    the   drifting    lives 
And    giving  birth    to  vibrant    striking   chords 
Xhat   dash  by  banks    from  which  the    soul  derives 
Its    earthly  guise;     the  mystic   spell   affords 
i^   soul,    its    ties    unbound,    to   soar   upon 
The    filmy  mist   of    rising    foam  to  dawn,. 

MY     GRADUATION     PRAYER    ' 

Jim    Lont     =    Calvin    C     ^     Grand    Rapids,     Mich 

A  symbol   of  Thy  power   divine, 
Our    school    is   a    gracious   gift    of  Thine 
And   new  as    I    leave    its   portals   wide, 
Grant    that    its    truths  with  me   abide. 

On   life's   broad    threshold   I   once  did   stand, 
With   future   vague,    like   scxne  distant    land. 
And    now,    as   on   the    stairway  of    life    i    tread, 
One    goal   I've   reached.    •=-  But    I   must    look  ahead. 

Yes,    before  me    lies    my    task, 

By  Thee   appointed,    I  did  not    ask. 

Like    a    fledgling,     fearing   its    first    flight, 

I   liesitate.     --  Am  I  doing  wrong  or   right? 

oh  God,    who   in  Thy  heaven  dost  dwell. 

Thou  alone  dost   know,    I   cannot    tell. 

Only    this    I   know;     that    along    life's   way. 

In    v\vae  lies    strength   for   each   task   each  day. 
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VALUES 

Robert    C       Hanes     =    U'     of    fjorth   Carolina 

For  what   are    riches    and   gold 

For  which   the    earth  doth   seek? 

Vi'ill   they   stop   our    growing  old 

And  keep  us    from  the    grave's    sad   song? 

For  what    are    thoughts   and    theories    great 

With  which  we    burden   our   brain,    so  weak? 

V/ill    they  provide    the    fare    to    o'ercome    our    fate 

And    lead    us    up   to  walk    the    golden   street    so    long? 

IMPRESSIONS     OF     A    ROOMMATE 

Arnold    Klein    =    Hamilton    C     .     NoY„: 

George!    Restrain   and    the  world   and 

living   things   will   not    disdainfully 
Look  upon  you,    and    regret,    and  coarsely  curse 

the    forces  within  your   hermetic   self 

SlCTvly,    slowly,     the  world  progresses   and 

swirls    in   endless    rhytlim  but 
With   lowliness    conpared    to  Universal   Hii^'s 

As    you,    restricting,    humbling  all    of    yourself. 


BLIND     SIGHT 

Alex    Wo ices  her     =    Mewark    C.  =    Rutgers    U    . 
A  t'laze   of   moonlight 

Burns    upon   a   maple    leaf  ^-i        i  i   • 

Drifting   on  a   sl-iadowed    lake  I"5    lover    sees   not    this,^ 

The  darkness    of    night  ^^    thoui^h  the   whisper    of   a 

Makes    the    loved   one  deaf  „.  ^      ,  .         ,  .       ,    ,       dove 

To    the    threshing   of   a  breeze  '^^"S^    ^°  ^J'^;    ^^^    labyrinth 

Through  trees.  u,.^°      ^°^^, 

Is    blinding,    so  he   seeks 
Tliere    is    a  break  ^o  poet's   delight 

Where   horizon's    mauve  But    the    lilting  bliss 

Lies   upon    the   crests    of    peaks  Qf   his    maiden's    kiss 

SPACE    GRAVE 

Joan    Mueller     =    Ohio    Wesleyan    Uo 

I    am  at    home   here. 

The    sodded   mound    I    stand   on 

Is    erupted   soil   where    some    unearthly   giant 

Thrust   up  rock   fist. 

I    lean  back   against   the    sky 
Inhaling    life. 

Warm  winds   enfold  me    in    their    arms. 
Ethereal   orbits    sway  me. 
I    look   out   at    living's    void 
Untouched , 

Within  all   knowing, 
Infinities   oi    wisdom  are   mine. 
Thongs    of    reality    release   me, 

'I    am  at   home   here.. 
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I     TAKE     A 


STRAW 

Ne  Ida    Ti 1 ley 


I  take  a  strav; 
Upon  the  wind 
Its  beauty  breathe 
And  then  let  go. 


Port    Huron    Jr       C. 

Words   do  not    fade 
As    fast    as   youth, 
Their   blossom  lives 
When  age    is  gone. 


THE    GREAT     CRITIC 
Loui  s    E 


Almasi     -    U       of    Notre    Dame 


When   the    curtain 

Draws   upon   the    stage    of    life, 

It    is    the    last    performance; 

The    end    of   endless    strife. 

Give    each  act   your   best, 

Only   then   can  you   rest 

On  your    laure Is. 

For   the  Great  Critic  will  still   rencmber 

radiant    rays   of    a   glowing   ember 
Long  after   H^    l^s    forgotten   the    flarne    that 

for    a   second,    danced  wildly 
.  ;  ,  ,    And.    then  died   out . 


REVENGE 


Ollie    S       Scott         Tougaloo    C 


Employed  by   tl«    sim    to  wither    the    rose, 

Brought   by  the   inky  night    to  darken   day   to  a  close 

Carried   by  the    swollen   river    to  carve   away   its    banks 

Mingled  with    the   howling   storms   dissenfoling  homes    into  planks. 

In  spring   you  dismount    the   snowy   figures  winter    made 

In  winter    you   the    azure    sky    fade    to  smoky  gray 

Because    of   you  mid    sTjmrrer   moon   loses    its    s:  '"p    to   shells   bovdering 

the    sea 
And   the   Fall    rain   soaked  clouds    refuse    its    veiled    face    to   shine 

free 

Epitaphs   mark   graves  where   men    lie   victims   too 

But    they    left    sin   and   revenge    to  a   world   undue  t 

Lover    s    lane   has    lost    its    shady  look. 

Whispering    grasses    no    longer    chat  with  meandering   brook 

Revenge  a  child    thinks    you   re   a  horrible   man  with   a  weird   grin, 

But    being    of    age    i    say  you    re    an   Immortal  Candidate   voted    into 

power   by   sin. 


HAIL     STORM 

Dolores    ptasinska 

Fierce      fierce      fierce  wind 

Cutting    hail 

Beat    you  unmercifully   on   the   pane 

Until    your   combined    forces 

Ot  literate    from  view    that    once 

cozy    little    lane. 
Terror    to  my  ears 
Thrill  my   fluttering   heart, 
Beat    indelibly    into  my  mind 
The    joy,    the    fear      of   a    stormy 
winter   night. 


Holy    Family    A     ,     Chicago 


White    virgin  expanse   when   once 

„L  1  -1  -11  St  i  lied 

churn   like    a  null. 

Mad.    lashing      unpregnable  wall 

of    frozen  dew 

I    shall    remember. 

I   shall    long   remerttjer , 

The    frozen   likes   of  wintry  you. 
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DEATH     IS     YOUR     HAM    AND     EGGS 

Alan    Maurer    Richards     =    u      of    Akron 

Death   is   your   ham  and   eggs.  Drink  quickly,    then,    wet 

Or    your  wife*s   ent)race .  Your  weary   tongue    -- 

Sure   are    the    golden  c^regs  Life    is    a   synphonette 

As   stars    in  space.  Of   songs    unsung. 

UPON     VIEWING     THE     OCEAN    FROM     HIGH    GROUND 

James    F       Noble,     jr        -    U       of    Mississippi 

I   sit    thoughtfully  here    in   the   shade, 

Marveling  at    this    sight   God   made 

It    expands    to   the    horizcn  upon  swear ful    swells 

And   recedes    resentfully     with  a   soft  whisper    that    tells 

of   might    restrained  until  disturbed   by  stormy  wind. 

Of  wealth  unrealized  by  human  mind 

But    here      my  mental   study  dissolves   beneath  the    sea; 

I   perceive    only  what    it    does   visibly  be    - 

A  beautiful  body  of   boundless  blue. 

Reflecting   the   setting   sun's    gorgeous,    golden  hue - 

Ah>    the  Ocean!      What   countless    millions   have   pondered    its  being 

And.    unable   to   understand ^    have    sighed,    satisfied  by   seeing, 

TO    A     LAND     IN     ITS     HOUR     OF     ,:.:.:/.    ? 

Louise    Lindsey    Goss     =•    Kalamazoo    C 

I  mourned   mid   thousands    but   was   heard   by  none. 
Their  wild,     tumultuous    joy  drowned   out   my  cry, 
It  died  at   birth,    and    in    its    stead   a   sigh 
Escaped  my   lips.      The    victory  was  won. 
A   joy-hysteric   mob   proclaimed   us    free 
From  dull ,    monotonous    tasks,    our      duty'    done. 
My  God!      The    fight    had    not    as    yet  begun! 
We   had   not   paid    the   price    for    liberty. 
Behind   us    lay   the  wake   of  countless  dead; 
Ahead,    not   rest,    but    toil    from  every  hand    ~- 
Toil    to  preserve    our    threatened^    restive    land, 
To  hold    it    staunchly   in  the   years    ahead, 
O,    men   of  wisdom,    we   have   need    of    thee, 
To  keep  us   safe    from  sea    to  shining  sea, 

AMBIT  ION 

Frank    Banghart     -    Quincy    C     ^     ill' 

From  early  childhood    J   have    sought 
For    scxnething,   but    I  know  not   what» 
From  pleasures    of    the    physical    form 
Away  long  past   my  heart   has    shorn. 
Let   me    then   guide   my    thoughts    entire, 
Whidh  set   my  burning  mind    afire; 
Into  the  nobler    stream  of    life. 
Away   from  all    the    toil   and    strife 
And    guide    the    intellect    free    from  care 
Into  the    free    and  wholes cme  air 
Make   every  effort    to  conprehend 
Tlie    one    and   universal    end 
Of   man  and   beast   and    flower    and    rock. 
Into   the  chairber   of   my  heart    I'll    lock 
The    secrets   of    my  every  desire 
'Til    I   have    found   all   beings"    sire* 
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RESURRECTION 

Arthur     Hall    Smith    -     Illinois    Wesleyan    U- 

^tother,    new-green   from  the    long   rains, 

the    pains 
Of    that    ancient  day  are    gone    ... 

this  dawn 
Erased   my   sorrow  buried    in   the   ground. 

No  sound 
Qf   hungry  kingless    man,    no   thun'der; 

yet    I   worrier 
How  came    this    sudden   happy   thing 

'    the    spring! 


t  f-; 


ijarriet    Jean    Berg     -    Wayne    U- 


From  the  window  of  WJLB 

I   hear    the    jarz    sym^^nony    of    a    light  lined   city, 

redgreenredgreen  drumJ'eat  while    tlie   suburban   amateurs 

neonyellov;   saxaohone  palely   glow 

windowlights    offbeat    staccato  wailing   for    the    craze    to  spread 

ivoryheadiights   boogj,-woogy  ^^j^    ^^^    faraw-ay  c  lass  ic    stars 

in  ebony  rtreets  fr,.-rrot-    f-r.  virvj^' 

streetlir-is    vibrate   dulisteady  ,*?\!^^^/°   ^^°' 

have    given   up  trying 

HOPE     CONFIDENT 

Ethel    Reeser  Goshen    C 

That    you  are    my    friend    is    as   clear    to  ne 

As    the   cciri.ng   of    spring    to   an  apple    tree, 

I    feel    a    strange,    sweet   element; 

A  sacred      tliriJling,    vibrant   pulse, 

As   of   new  sap,    now  creeping   up 

pregnant    with   possibilities 

of   perfect    fruitage      soon    to  wake. 

of   perfect    leaves    ani   ij>lc^asant    flowers. 

lioney   spiced,    art.]    weiglung  down 

My  branches  with  a   lieaviness 

That    carries   comfort    in    its    load, 

Rirened    apples,    ruby  dyed! 

oh   call    it    a  dream,    a    reverie    ... 

Spring   always   comes    to  an   apjje    tree! 

THOUGHTS 

Robert    E.     Conklin  Wilmington    C,     O- 

A?    I  was    lying    there    on    tliC    grass 

I   wondered    about    thin^js    that   would   pass 

I    observed    the    frayed    old    telephone   wire 

And    the    soot    besmudged   ctiirmey   s    spire.. 

of    mj/self    I    asked    this     - 

Hov    long  do    things    really  exist? 

Wliat    is    life  but   an  act,    still, 

V/bose   players,    unrehearsed,,    act   on 

Until    life    s    thread    breaks,    and   bodies,    chill 

And    linrespond  ing,    death   s    clothes   don. 

yes,    tis  but    the    twinkle    of    an  eye 

Til    life    is   over    and  we    must  die; 

So  drink    thy  drink  with   a   sigh 

Keep  to    thy  heart  without   a    lie 

--   And    y  '       ill    be   happy. 
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INVOCATION 

Martha    Jane    Mudg^tt     =    Siena    Heights    C, 

Let    me    love   but   once,    and    that    giv'n    from  the    fount    of    my  being. 

And   he    that   drinks   at   my  heart    s   clear    spring 

Let   his   thirst    be    satiated    f ore   er : 

For    if    he   needs    must    taste    the  wirK?    of   a   new    love, 

Then  shall   my  heart    break  and   my    life's    source    run  dry, 

THE     EARTH 

Don    L^ne     =    Purdue    U-        Lafayette       Jnd, 

The    earth   that   nourished    tlieir    veins 
Feeds   our   bodies      enlivens    our   brains : 
The    countless    thoughts   we    think   a   day 
Were   embodied    in  similar    1-eads    of   clay. 
Xhe   dust  we    tread  beneath   our    feet 
That   very  source   of  wealth  and   meat    -- 
Shared    the   sun's   heat      the    lunar    glow. 

That    fed    the    rivers      made    the    tide      Today   =-    the    fabric   of    t^ie 
to    flow.  j-ears; 

Today      -   a    thousand   years    ago  ToJay      --    the    echo  of    the    past; 

Y^'sterday   forever    gone 
But    today  will   ever    last. 
MEDITATION     IN     AUTUMN 

T,     M      Biglow         Ashland    C 

The  Queen  of  Summer   abdicates    her    throne. 

And   wanes    in   regal  dignity   that    mirrors 

Reflections   of   the    golden  warmth  of    cheer 

And    smiling   Sol-      She    lifts   lier   misty  crown 

In  silence:    sad      serene  and    then    is    gone 

The    trees    in  solace  weep  and    sprinkle    tears 

of   mingled   hues,       -   enshrouding  Nature's  Bier. 

The    gusty  wind    a  cold    farewell    hath  blown 

yet.    tliere    is  hope    in  Earth  s    still    throbbing  breast; 

In  each  bare   bush  and    lonely  broken    stem 

Xliat    one   day,    soon,    on  Time  s    eternal  quest: 

These    royal    jewels   will  deck   the   diadem 

Of  Nature's   chosen  Queen  and    then  will  bring 

The    fresh,    new    joy  of    lovely  princess    Spring! 

JUST     A     STROLL     IN     HAVANA 

Russell    L      Karr     -    joliet    junior    C 

A  casual    stroll    -"   not  far    from   the    sea 

The   mind   open,    curious  and    fancy    free 

interrupted  by   tugging  and   a  pensive   plea, 
"Nickel    please. ' 

Caught    unawares    and   about    to   balk 
By   his    size    unimpressed    =      not    long   able    to  walk 
But  v/ell    versed    in  encountering  Americanos    in   talk 
Nicke 1   please    ' 

A   rustle    of    brush      -    two  eyes    that    gleam 
A  pair    of   hands    reach   as    out    of    a   dream 
Just    to    retrieve    the    coins      then  continue    the    scheme 
Nickel   please     • 

Attention   is    caught    and   beginning    to   sway 
To    the    rhythm  of    cas tenets    - -    a    few   paces   away 
To    the   colorful    .lights    at    the    side-walk   cafe 
Nickel   please. 
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NIGHT 

John    F       Koons     «    Ashland    C. 

Ti^E    stolid   trees 

In   black  reliet    against   Qctot^er    stars, 
The    bioad -disked    moon,    the   planets    nine, 
With   astral    hosts   unnumbered,    circling 
The   blue   chasm  of    infinity    .... 

BEYOND    THIS     STRIFE 

Lillah    Janes     -    De    Pauw    U 

And   striving    faced  with   mounting  cares. 

We   ask  what    all    this    gift    of    life   can  irtean 

oh  cease   your  wail    ard    loud  despairs! 

Look    far    beyond   and  know  what  Time   can  mean! 

In   this    our    life,    the    ncrest    spell, 

Do   stars  ,    or    suns,    or    moons    grow  cold  anvd  die? 

When    from  this    life   at    last    we    clinic. 
Our    soulr    •       ^shed    from  sensibility. 
The   Life    l».  come   will   end    all    time       - 
This    mystery   of    life   unveiled   will   be; 
The   Ligiit    of  Conprehen.s  ion  will 
Reveal  Creator    of   Eternity! 

TO     PHILISTINES 

Viola    Rosalind    petit  Wayne    U  Detroit 

Yes      chide    tVie    heart    that   beats    astride   of  New 
That    harks   at   YS'^^'^'''^^^y  ^^^-  hails   Tomorrow; 
V/hose    memories    and    plans    envein   the   brow 
V,liile    steady  pulsed  Today    indents    a    furrow 
Between  the    contrapuntal    lanes    unJieard 
Say   life    s    a  l>ook  wliose    pages      singly  cut 
Should   thus   be    read    lest   patterns   be    so  blurred 
By  haste    and  dawdle    tliat    the    theme    is      glut 

Or    there's   a    rainbow,    happy  syrrhol        Draw 

Your    precious    line  where    green  cuite  blue      is   stopped 

Confronting   yellow!      We    obey  a    law 

Ghosts      visions    teem     unseasonably   croiJped 

From  presents   pinnae ler    beyond   your    scold, 

Arid    richer    that    you   know   to   see   and    hold 

SUMMER     S     PLIGHT 

Marilyn    Redder  Quincy   C  ill 

The    Si     rit   Autumn  came    one   day. 
A  Spir    t   plain  was    she      they   say. 
She    sa^,.    the   Summer    s   bright    green  gown, 
And   hair    of    sunshine    streaming   down. 
Abe    jealous    Autumn  clutched    a   scytfie, 
And    Leing    rather   ouick   and    lithe 
Full    struck    the    scythe    to  Summer    s   bac'r. 
Again  ^    again,    came   her    attack 

lil    seeing    green  gown    turned    to   red, 
She   hastened   up,    and   quickly    fled, 
but   she   returned  with   gathe       1    force 
To   rule    the    land   and    in    remorse 
She    stripped    off   Summer    s   blood   red    gown, 
And    covered  her   with   soft  white  down. 
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INSPIRATION 

James    E       Lauck         Bowling    Qieen    State    U 

White    gold  moon   rays 
fell    through  blue    grey 
cloud  banks . 

A   choir    of    fulgent    stars 
chanted  hymns 
in  Night   s   blue   cathedral. 


A   scented   breeze   caressed 
a  burning  mortal   cheek,    and 
a   poem  was   born 


ANT'IPHONY 


Wanda    Anewalt     -    Anderson   C 


jnd 


Rain    "-   velvet    rain 

On  black  and  white. 

On  brown   and    yellow 
Faces,    upturned    to   receive    its 

caress . 
Rain  shining    rain 

On  black  and  white. 

On  brown  and  yellow 
fv^n     with    foul   swords   quick 
unsheathed    to  kill 

Rain  lilting   rain      = 

On  wrinkled    face. 

On  cheek  aglow 
Darkest   and    lightest    and    yellow  and   broivn. 


Rain    --   warming  rain 

Qn   gardens    gay 

All  hues   entwi>-ies    in 
Bright   patterned   symphony; 
vivid   and   clear. 

Rain      -    God    s    rain    - 
In  hearts    of   black. 
White        brown      and   yellow 

HurtB    undertones    of   a   one  wor  Id 

s  ynphony 


RENAISSANCE 

Connie     Skaff 

Miraculous    renaissance      ; . > 
Rivulets   begin   to  stir       - 
Clover    shoots   up  over    barren 

roots 
The   sun  gra^i's   eager 
And  darkness    retreats 
The   graveyards    go   into  second 

mourning. 
Myriad   melody 

The    very  earth  reverberates      - 
Four   notes   become    a   theme 
And   a   psalm  is    an   inspiration 
For    educated    tones 
Ard  men  unite    in  Beethoven   and 


jazz 


of    Michigan 

Delicious  daylight  dreams 

Youth  gains    in  prestige 

And    accepts   blithely 

The    tolerant    ridicule 

of    revivitied   shadows 

Trying    for   vicarious  existence 

Straining   passion        , 
Impeccable   desires 
Grown  ripe  with  waiting 
Rrea";    forth. 
Aixl   need  no  apology 
Alpha   arid  Qrr-  union 

without   ceremony 


TRANSFORMATION 

Hilary    Fry         U       of    Oklahoma    and    u       of     ill 

Upon   the    ashen   grey  of   winter    s   brow 

The   vibrant    rose    of    spring  has   burst    in  bloom. 

The  dawn     renouncing   somber    colors      now 

f  hakes   of f   a    flaming   robe  within  my  room- 
he    robin  s    flight   disturbs    the    fragrant   air. 
The   earthworm  stirs    to    rouse    the   vapid  clod. 
All  creatures      lakes      and   mountains    seem  aware 
The  earth  has    felt    the  warming  breath  of  God. 
^"1    in  these   scenes    I    see   not.    as   before 
Your    lovely    face        The  winds  now  barren   ride 
Which  bore    your    voice        The   keen   pain  quickens   more 
Than   if    the   very  soul    of    spring   had  died 

From  spring   s    enlivened   visage    torn  apart. 

The    ashen  gi^ey  now   rests  within  my  heart. 
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ELEGY     IN     SPRING 

Joan   Baumer     °    Marian   Co 

It's    spring   again  Yes,    I   have   buried 

And    lilacs   bloom  My  mem'ries    of 

And    joy   is   everywhere.  You  and    your   every  way. 

Save    in  a  corner  But    spring  comes      round 

of   my  heart  And   I    find 

Wlcre    I    have  buried  you.  I've   made    a   visit    to   your 

grave. 

Virii«»iit«i  lies  pie         Belhaven    C. 

I   liave    seen  Death.  ^-iir 

yes.      Death  with  closed   eyes,    waxen  hands,    and    still,    still    torms. 

I   have   met  Death.  . 

Yes=      Death    that   has  no  mind,    no  breath,    no  spirit,    nor    lite 

I   have    faced  Death. 

Yes,      Death  with    its  nenacing,    beckoning,    enticing,    evil    looks 

I   have    seen  Life,  .    ,        ,  •    i_        ^ 

Yes        Life   with  pretty   smiles,    busy  hands,    and  quick,    light    steps 

I   have   met   Life  •  j    i 

Yes.      Life    that    overflows    in   joy^    beauty,    service,    and    love. 

I  have    faced   Life  ,     ,i         •         r 

Yes,       Life  with   its    happy,    contented,    radiant,    challenging    tace, 

RESTFUL    DAYS 

Flozari    Rockwood     -    Cleveland    C= 

October    has    her    lazing   skies, 

Gray,    white,    imperial   blue; 
Soft    fluffy  clouds    and  wind    that    vies 

With  cold   to  chill   us    through 

The    trees    have   dropped    their    summer    leaves. 

Green  grass    is    sere    and   brown, 
To  match  October's    gypsy   sleeves 

When  she   comes    into   town. 

This    golden  month,     late    in    the   year, 

Brings   peace    for    which  man  strives, 
He    has   his   wealth,    and    loses    fear 

That   permeates   most    lives, 

WHEN     LIFE     SEEMS     ALL    TOO    FUTILE 

Jean    Hubbard     =    Wright    Junior    C,  ^    Chicago 

When    life   seems   all    too   futile,    and    the    thought 

of    absent    riches  which  my  dreams   demand 

Brings    me    the    fear    that   all  will  come    to   naught: 

That    things   will   not  progress    as    I   have    planned, 

I   somehow  close   my  eyes    to  objects   near 5 

And    in  a  private    land    of    fantasy, 

This   world  of  disappointment,    money,    fear. 

Seems    far    away  and  wo'*thl  f*"'?  ,    then,     to  rm . 

But    if   my  precious    dreams    should   once  be    lost, 

Reality's   cold  knife   would   pierce   my  heart 

And   seal    it    fast  within    firm  walls    of    frost, 

Thus   making   it   an  isolated   part. 

And    I  would  be,    within   this   bustling   hive, 

One    not  quite   dead,    and  yet   not   quite   alive. 
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ALWAYS 

Betty    Ann    Bixel         Bluffton   C. ,     Q 

The   stars    above   me,    the   earth  below 

Are    just    as    they  were,    long,    long  ago. 
yet   each  time    ]    look, 

New    things    I    see 
And    each  day   i    live,    that's    the    way   it   will  be. 

They  re   always    there,    where    e'er    you  are. 
The    earth  below,    ard    above    ...      a   star, 

FRAGMENT     (in     imitation     of     Browning) 

Robert    C      Wismer     -    {] ,     of     Michigan 
Not    see    the  pantheon?     But    Sir,    you    jest! 
The    classic    friezes   neath   the    lojty  dome. 

The    pilasters    in   simplest   beauty  dressed      ~ 
he    very   image    \\>3eB  in    fallen  Rome!     . 
And    this   of    ours,    Westminister    s    great   hall, 
In   its    antiquity  cannot   compare 
And   even   the    gloomy   glory  of   Saint   Paul 
Was    shrouded   by   that  Renaissance    affair! 
In    Italy  s  heart    a  beauty  never   seen 
Since   olden  Rhodes   or  Dorian  Purgemon 
Still  blossoms    of    the   coronated  queen      - 
The    soul    of    Italy,    Sir,    reflected   as    the   dawn! 

GREEN    CHEESE 

M^ry    Jane    porter  Marian    C. 

'Green  cheese!      muttered    the  moon 
Arri   he    rolled    to    the    fore 
Hoping  to  cut    from  view 
TFie    tale   of    the   earthly  war 

J^?^  ''     y  know.       he    asked    in  mocking  derisenent, 

Ihat   ciii    injustices. 
'Real    or    supposed, 

^Can  be   appeased    by    fraternal    sapience^ 
And   yet  while    he   spoke 
An   offspring  of  phoeb-js 

Nicked    the   old    fellow  s   crag   turreted   surface 
'Lunetta,      he    cried,       send  me   my    forces. 
I   cannot    be    imposed   upon. ' 

INF ] NITY 

Jay   Criche     -    Joliet    jr       C 
Time    flies  ard  with    it   part   of   me. 

Fleeting  by  like  a    frightened  doe 
Leaping   and  bounding  past   bush   and    tree. 
Some   of   my   thoughts,    desires,    with    it   go 
Never    to  be  had  again, 
That   part    of   me   gone    forever 
To  some    far   off  distant   place,    open 
CXily   to  that  which   can  return  never 
To   the    land    of    the  present,    the    real. 
But   who  can  say  it    is   not    good 
To  have   had    those    thoughts,     to  have    felt 
Those   desires?     Who  would  not?     Who   could P 
Time    flies   by   --    swift,    lightning    fast 
And  with   it  part   of   me,    carried    into   the    past 
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THE     TIDE 

Lois    A       jillson    -    Hope    C,     Holland,     Micho 

Gazing   yearningly  at    the  distant    land 
jt    turns   and  watches    the    silver   sea, 
And    then  with  a   clawed,    cold   hand 
Runs    its    fingers    among    the  weeds    that 

sleep, 
As    stealthily   it    begins    to  creep 
Until    it   has   escaped   the   sea 
And    finds    itself    on  the    lowlands    free! 

OUTCAST 

Joan    Wolff     =    Marian    C. 

palatial   heavens    on   this   ebony  night    -= 

With  silver    sequins    shimmering    -= 

The    pompous   court    of    the   M  on-god   is    in  sight    == 

The    Milky  Way  as   a    jury  on    lofty  cloud   alights    == 

Jupiter  and  pluto   guard    the    celestial   gate    -•= 

All   is    in   readiness    -=■    the    court  proceeds    ■=  = 

The  prodigal  protege    of    the  North  Star   appears    -- 

To  plead   gviilty   to  the    Sky  Kingdom's   charge 

of   an  erring  Meteor    =-    sunk    into  a    fathomless    gulf    == 

And   beg    forgiveness    - - 

Les t   he   te    trampled    into  nothingness    -= 

THE     GHOST     OF     FIRST     LOVE 

Larry    Harvey    =    Adelbert    Co,    Western    Reserve 
The    china  cup  is    alabaster  white 
Against    the    richness    of    the  deep   red  wine, 
And    yet    the    first    sweet    sip  will  blur   the    line 
of  white,    as   dawn   the    velvet   black   of  night. 
Another's   draught   will  make    the   color    light. 
Destroy  the  depth,    and    leave  a   certain  sign 
That   someone   else   has    taken  what  was   mine 
And    left    the   china   cup   less    full   and  whiteo 
The  wine  within  my  cup   is    good    to  drink 
And    fills   me  with   the  warmth  and  depth  of    life/ 
But    sometimes  when  my   tortured   brain  must    think 
The   painful    thoughts    that    fill  my  soul  with  strife, 
I    taste    those    lips    that   made    the  wine    first   sink 
And   memories    cut   me  with  a  bitter   knife, 

RIGHT     YOU    ARE,     TOM 

Barbara    Bennett     =    Joliet    junior    C, 

Have    you  heard    of  Citizen  Thomas   paine, 

The    flag  waving  writer    of   TVb   Revolution? 

You've    read   his    pamphlets    (all    much  the    same) 

And   heard   of   his   work  on   the   Constitution. 

This    life   of  Tom's  was   no  down  hill    roll, 

For    in  one   of  his   papers   he    stated   merely 

That,     'these  are    the    times    that    try  mea's    souls,' 

And   he   voiced    the   y^nkee   opinion  most   clearly. 

From  eighteen-hundred  we    come    to   today 

When  we   heard   a   shot    fired    'round    the    room! 

It    froze    the   I  reeze    that   was    soft   as   May 

And   our   crest fr lien    faces  wore    looks   of  doom 

Now   I   ask  you,    Tom  Paine    (Now  ponder   upon   it) 
Was    your    job  \\oA..^    so   tough  as  writing  a   sonnet? 


LIFE 
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Ann    Natalie    Hansen     -    St.     M^ry    of     the     Springs 


The   leaves 

Are    falling  down 

Upon  the    ground    ....     their   end. 

But    1    ....    I    fall,    and    life  has    just 

Begun. 


PASSIVE    REVEILLE 

Anne    fyicGinnis 

Clo'-xls    shroud    the  dawn. 
The   drops    tap   against    the  window 
In  melodious,    meian-'oly  lullaby 
How  can  I  wake? 

Cars   pass.    Their    speeding  wheels 
Crash   through  a  puddle,    send 

water 
Spraying  up   to    join    the   mist 
And    leave   behind    the    little   p>ool 
^ts   water   plays    in   tiny  swirls, 
pretending    to  be    an  angry   r      cr. 
Slowly  it    recedes,    and   once   more   calm 
The    tiny  droplets   make    their    patterns 


Bluff  ton    C.  ,     O- 

Thus   do   I,    aroused    frcm  sleep 
By  the    strike    of    the   clock 

resounding  down  the    hall, 
Retui'n    to    rest   and   calm 
My  eyelids    close,    the  world 

hurries    by 
While    I,    unconcerred      dream 

on 
How  can  I  wake? 


TREES     AT     SUNSET 

Barbara    Sherman         Greenville    C 

Trees,    in  tdack  patternry  upon   the    gold 
of   sunset    skies,    are  beautiful    and   ^    •I'-l 
H'5aling    for  men,       js    there   not    in  ^^.^-aven 
A  wondrous  branched    tree    to  which   is   given 
The    fruit    of    eternal    life?     Why  not    here 
A  portion  of    that  bliss?     When  trees    are   near 
yy  heart    is   quick  with   joy;    almost    I   stand. 
Awed,    by   the   portals  of    the   promised  Land. 

The   dark   embroidered   branches    surely  bear 
The    touch  of    the    f.jaster    s    hand,     forming  where 
The    fragile    tapestry  of    living    grace, 
In  silhouette  design  against    the    face 
Of    silken  sky,    moves    the   heart    in  wonder 
As   wind   moves    the    rippling  weave    asunder. 


SNOW 

Relda  jean  Wright  -  Presbyterian  C,  of  Ed 

ViTiite    snow    falls    softly   in    the  wooded    lane 

To    fill    the    frozen   ruts   with    feathery   flake, 

And    from  the    barren  trees    a   picture   make 

of   ebony   and   ermine,    which  attain 

Appearance   of    the    richest    grandeur   known. 

The   world    is    seeing  winter   at    her    best 

V/hen   clean  and   pure    in  snowf lakes    she    is    dressed. 

TiTe   se    ia   oak    leaves  whisper  when    they're  blown 

By  muffled  winds  whose    laden  wings    are  white; 

Whose  dropping  burden  makes    the  world   all    light. 

Deep  piled  becomes    the   downy,    easy  drift. 

Then  suddenly,    tlie    clouds   away  do  shift 

To   show   bright    stars    in  pin-points    far,   but   clear, 

That   add  a   sparkle   to   the   white-caped    sphere. 
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RECLUSE         (Published  in  'Mothers  Home  &  Household  Guest,'   I\/prch) 

Marion    Robert  Sibille     =    U=     of    Michigan 

TenptaticMi  called,  That   cloaked   our   heaven 

Ard   we  would    leave  From  the  world 

The    schoolhouse    far   behind,  And  books   and  daily   roll 

And  dash  together  W^r^    soon    forgotten    issues, 

Through  the  woods,  ^hen  we    reached 

The   woods    so  tall   and  kind  Our    swimming  hole. 

THE     POET'  * 

Bill    Montgomery    -    Muskingum   Co,     Ohio 

I   am  a   king;    my  subjects   are   not   men 

My  kingdom  I   create  with    ink  and  pen 

By  writing   poetry  and   music   sweet. 

I    reign,    the   whole  world  kneeling  at   my    feet, 

I  walk   roads    I   might    never   have    trod 

X   may  spread    forth    the    gospel   of  God, 

Or,    fly  with   the  airman  through   the   heavenly  blue, 

Sail  with   the    captain   and  his    gallant    crew. 

Fight    in    the   meadows    midst    the    bursting    shell, 

See   Lexington   --   hear    the    Liberty  Bell.     -- 

The   earth  belongs    to  me  ^    the    sea,    the    sky; 

A  king   upon  my   thrcnej    how  rich  am  L 

BY    WAY    OF     REMEMBRANCE 

Anne    pa  tin     -    Flora    Stone    Mather    C,  ,    W    Ro 

They  wonder  when  they  see    me  walking  by 
On  April   evenings  =    pale   and  amethyst, 
Wlien   great   star  =clus ters    sweep  across    the    sky 
And  night    time  dreams    in    lilac-scented   mist 
And  when   the    spring   rains   bend  across    the    grass 
To   spread   in  winking  puddles    on    the    stone, 
The    lovers,    arm   in  arm,    turn   as    I    pass 
And   pity  me,    who  seems    to  walk  alone. 

They  cannot   know   that    in   the   evening    light  * 

We   walk    together,    ever    side  by  side    == 

They  cannot    see    that    I   can  know  no  night, 

For    in  the    stillness,    after   day  has    died, 

My    love    for    you   stands    tall  within   the    gloom 

As    candles,    burning    in  a  quiet    room 

ON    TOMORROW 

Dana    pfaff     -    Northwestern    U« 

O  shattered  dreams    .  =      appjeal   to    firmer    stars, 
Suspend    the    grace    of   man  within  your    grasp. 
Attach   to  legend    fate    the   bolt    of   M^rs, 
And    cry  not    now,    but    stand    this    sorry   lapse 
Into   the  coma   of    forgotten  ones. 

fight's    full    of    fitful   sleep,    and    sadder   still,. 
The    harsh  assault   of   conscious   state   benumbs 
Too   soon   the    strongest    of   the    strongest  wills 
yet,    dawn's    the    ray  of    life  where    lies   your   hope, 
interred    in  golden  shroud    it  waits    your  call^ 
Then   born   t'will  be   amidst    the   morning   scope 
of    remanent   dreams,    despising   of    their    fall. 
No  shattered   dreams    are   these,    I  beg   you    learn. 
Hearts   weak  will    die,    but  braver    hearts    return. 
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ALWAYS  .  ,     ,, 

George    Kne ppe r ,     jr-     =    Heidelberg    C-  ,     Ohio 

Here, 
Nea  r   my  hea  r  t , 
Lies   all   that's    left 
Qf    that    love   which   I    saved 
So   long    for   you: 

A  shallow   pool 

Of   stagnant    tears. 

TWILIGHT    DAY    DREAM 

Leo    J=     H^rtzel     -    Quincy    C. 

See,    evening's  dusky  shadows,    from  the   roof, 
Cast    fearful   patterns   broad   across   my  path. 
The    sun  has    set    in  violent    majesty 
While    fiery  heaven   slowly   turns   to  blue, 
A  single   star   peers    bashful    from  the    sky 
As    if    to  look  and    see    that   all    is  well. 

The    harsh;    the  man  made    lines ;    that    in  the  day 
Devoid   of   beauty  naked    stand    and   gape. 
Now   gently  soften,    rounding    full   and  warm 
Till   blending  with    the   dusk   in  subtle    change 
Come   ancient    temples      mosques ^    or   palace  walls 
And    I   am  buying   jade    in   old  Cathay 

SONG     OF     SPRING 

Lupe    ponce     >=    Northern    Illinois    State    T    C  = 

Take    me  while    I'm  young  arxi    gay 

VVhile    I    sprinkle   daffodils    along   the   way, 

Now,    while   my  breath   is    sweet    perfume    -- 

My   touch  the   jDetals    of    a    rose    in  bloom 

Let    me    be   your  wreath=cr owned  queen; 

Yours    is    my   throne       =    this  carpet    of   green. 

Take   me  while   my   lips    have    the    fresh  and  gentle    smile 

of   a  bride   as    she   marches    up  the   aisles 

NoWj    while   brooks   sing  and  water    gleams, 

Before    I   vanish,     join  me    in    the    land    of  dreams. 

NOW  J    not    tomorrow    - 
Oh,     lover,     take    me   while    I'm  here    to   guide   you 
I   am  Spring,    as   Spring    I'll  walk  beside   you, 

SEA     LOVE 

Ralph    Gilmer     =    Ohio    State    U 

I  speak  with  the   voice   of   a    lonely    lover 
Who  has   drunk   of    the   desiring    sea 
Iftitil    the  drops    grow  bitter    on 

my   tongue , 
That   dread   desiring    sea    ....  Two   objects    ...     faint    . ; . . 

Roaring   out    wild   promises,  far    out, 

Claiming    the  whiteness    of   my  body,      A   turning    flash, 
Leaving  me    no   peace  Body-white    in    the   dark   green 

I  would   go   to   the   dim  cool  depths  water, 

for    you,  Sinking    =..,    sinking      ..; 

Dcwvn  where    love   draws   a  wavering  Into   the   bitter    sea. 

line  yes,    I  would   go,    but    you  are 

And   desire    is   not   definitive.  no    longer    there, 

The   depths    .  ,  -       green  depths    ....         Only  a   vast    green   emptiness 
And    your   warm  mouth  covering   mine.  awaits    me. 
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ETERNAL     STING 

Ruth    j^arie    Rantzer  Ashland    C. 

O  Death,   where    is    thy  dreaded   sting?  Whose   dreams    and   visions    fade 
O  Grave,    what    is    it    thou  dost   bring?  away 

Hath   not    the   soul   at    last    found    rest  Because    it    left    them  to  decay. 
When   lips   are    hushed,     reposed   and  Death  too  can  thrust   eternal 

blest?  sting 

Nay,    tfou   hast    one    victory,    O  Grave     On   those  who  do  not    trust    t\ie 
Won    for    thee   by   the  conquered  soul  ,       -   ■  ^g    - - 

Who  meets  defeat    and   unreached    goal      Tfie   Lord    ot    hosts    in    ueaven 

above    - ~ 
And    rest    in  His   omniscient    love, 
THE     HAVEN 

Muriel    Knudsen    -    Mac^jurray    C.,     111. 

Music    pushes  back   life    s  din, 

Arri    lets   my  hungry  soul    rush    in, 

Mightily  beating  against   my  heart, 

Waking  me  with  a   heavy  start 

To   hear   what   makes    its    song. 

Its    sound   corns s    rushing    full   and  strong      - 

The  whir    of   birds      wings    in    the   air, 

The    throbbing  heart    of   a    frightened   hare, 

The   sorrbulent    sound   ol    clinging   rain 

Murmuring  down  a  winding    lane, 

Sounds    of    life    that   never    cease, 

Music  brings   my  only  peace. 

AFIA 

Janice    Clark         Northwestern    U. 
Tlie    loveliest    of    melody 
V/ith   single    theme    tranquility 
Will    ever    lack   enchanting    strain 
And    syncopation   s  bold    refrain. 

For    lacking   contrast's   changing   mood 
jt    cries    for    note    of  discord   rude 
/  trong    fortzando   s    sudden  blow 

lo   hvj.;iiL,le    pianissamo. 

so   the    song    yor-    \^\  <  •'     ;-.  i'vs 
.  ithin  my   soul    in   echo   rings 
Because    it    springs    from  passion  deep 
Aixl    causes   me    to    laugh  and  weep. 

FOSTER     MOTHER 

Helen    Captin    Grimm         Cleveland    C. 
She   sings    a    low   and    tristful    lullaby 
For    seedling  children  that    she    scarcely  knew. 
Although   they  sprout   beneath  her  watchful   eye 
The    tree  but    touched    their    fingers   as    they  grew. 
Her    heart,    bereft,    unconquered  by    the    ache, 
IS    tall   enough   to  house    the   nests    that    lean 
Upon  her    lovel  while   she   absorbs    the   quake 
of   wind'-s   crescendo  melody   in  green. 
She    fends    the    lightning  when   it    tears    the   clouds 
With   rocking    thunderous    rape.    Her   arms    are  v;arm 
And   offer    sanctuary   to   the   crowds 
of    frightened  birds    that    fly  before    the   storm. 

Her    thousand   cloud-tipped    fingers    guard    the   rest 

Of    foster   children  hovered  at   her   breast. 
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NOSTALGIA 


Richard    j.     Vibelius     =    Joliet     Junior    C 


A   song    that    youth  alone   can   sing  They    left    this    land   of    strange 

A   smell   of    spring,    a   nameless    thing  desires 

Crossed   my  window,    gently   stealing;    To  hear    the    lilt    of   heavenly 


Clutched  my  heart    and   sent    it 

reeling 
Filled  my  eyes   with  tears    of 
longing; 
Sent   old  memories    fastly  thronging 
Of    friends ,    old   comrades    from 

t  he   pas  t 
Deep   in  sadness    my  heart    is   cast. 


lyres 
Mucli  of    the    gold  of    life  we 

mi  ned ; 
Song   and    love   were    the   hills 

we    clirrbed 
Xill    time    swept   on   its    hurried 

wing 
A  song    that    youth  alone   can 
sing. 


MIDSUMMER     MADNESS 

Barbara    Bick 


Ijermes "heeled    I    raced    the  wind 
Across    the    frothing  daisy  sea. 
Rang   the  blue-bell-s    fairy  chime 
And,     laughing,    drifted    gay  and 

free 
Astride   the    thistle    s   airy  puff, 
I)    beetle-like,    in  dizzy  arcs 
On  bending  meadow  grass    swung    low, 
And  wandered  with   thie   soaring    larks 
Through  shifting   cloud    towers    in    the    sky. 


Morton    jr       C     ,    Cicero,     111 

Today   the   chill  winds    pass    me 

by    --^ 
I've    climbed   a    stem  and    leaned 

to    sup 
On   rapture    from  a  butter   cup! 


JEW 

Connie    Boyd 

Pale,  gaunt  faces 
Stared  from  a  window. 
Long,  thin  fingers 
Scratched  for  the  bread. 

Wee,  starved  children 
Died  by  the  wayside 
Tired,  cold  mothers 
Dropped  on  their  knees, 

Hard,  fat  Christians 
Sat  by  a  fireside  == 
Gave  up  a  dollar 
For  an  unknown  cause. 


Mus  kingum   C 

Tall,    sad    fatliers 
Marched    down   a    roadway. 
Marched   and   marched 
With  no  place    to   go. 

Face  of  Christ 

Stared    from  the   tangle 

Matted  black   hair 

And    long,    hooked   nose. 


LOOKING     BACKWARD 

Frances    Jillson    -    Wooster    C. 

ft  was   a    love ;    a  bright    and  shiny    love, 
hat   sparkled   as    the    surface    of   a    lake 
Frozen  to   ice   and    ruffled    from  above 
By   errant   winds.      V/ould    that    it    could   make 
This    strength   the    sober    might    of    frozen    stone; 
And   then   our    love    could    last    throu^out    the   years. 
Put    love    of    stone    is   destined    to  be    lone, 
And   vale   of    stone   becomes    a   vale   of    tears. 
So,    knowing    this,    our    love   has    turned    to   spring, 
And    ice   has    left    for    love    its    settled   state 
To  make   a   vagrant    stream;    a    lightsome    thing 
To   run  away  with,    though  my  heart    must   break. 
And   even  as    I    trudge    the    sunlit    lane 
I   know   that    I  will   wail    for    you   in  vain. 
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TO    A     JANUARY     SUN 

Jeanne    Gallagher  Marian    C 

Cold,    cold   sun. 

Gleaming  down  through  starving  black    trees, 

You  white   sooty  snows 

And   cruelly  bathe   gray  houses    in   floodlight 

Too  bright,    unfriendly. 

Flaunting  your  brittle    goldness  wide. 

You  glance   off   polisJ)ed   ponds    and    rails 

Causing   ms    to   shade    my  eyes 

From  your    reflected  brilliance. 


SONG     OF     A 


POET 
Ruby    Dell    Denton 


They  deem 
^^e   wrong 
Who  say 

I    know   naught    ,  .  .  . 
Save    a  dream. 

For    each  day 

At  waking  morn> 
I    sing   of    hopes 

New  born 
To   greet    the   dawn. 


-    Meridian    Mun       Jr       G. 

But  when    falls 
The    twilight  dusk, 

And   comes    the   evening   hush 
of   placid  calm   . ' 
As  dimming  daylight   dies, 

I  will    light   mine   eyes 
To   the    far    purple    hills; 

in  praise    to  God 


ARRIVAL 


Gerald    Dantzic  Kent    State    U 


Where    are    you   sun? 

Why  must    I    feel    you   only  as   heat  waves 
Rising    from  between    tar   paved  bricks. 
Or   mingled  with   the   acrid    smells 
of   a   paint  warehouse 

And    in  the    sweet    rremories    of    faraway 
valley  born  grapes    in    the  winery  nearby? 
Reach  down  between   the   El   pillars, 
Burnish  the    noise    and  heat 
With  endless    arrrB    of    light 
That    I   may  have   more    than   just 
the    reflected   glow 
From  faceless    tenement  windows. 


Jean    Newberry         Anderson    C 
I    love   October    s    clear,    cool   morns, 

When   grass  with    frost    its    hair    adorns. 
When  crisp  air   nips   my  ears    ard   toes 

And   breath   turns   wliite   before   my  nose. 
The    leaves    i   crunch  beneath   my   feet, 

And   scuff   them  all   along   the    street, 
I    long   to  rake   them  high  and  deep 

jiien  srnell    the    smoke  until   I  weep. 

A    fresh,    clean  day  and  a    fresh,    clean  start 
On    tasks  which    lie    close   to  my  heart; 

So    for   October's   clear,    cool  days 

To  you,    O  God,    i    give   my  praise. 
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TONIGHT 

Marjorie    W.     Schooley    -    Rockford    C, 

Tonight's    a  night    for    poetry; 
A  night    to   set    my  soul    strings    free; 
A  night    to  think  of   gurgling   streams; 
A  night    to    live   and    love    my  dreams, 
And    sleep  with   thoughts    of    sailing    soon 
Beneath  a  soft,    white      lover's   moon. 

FROM    THE    BUOY 

Roger    W       Spear     -    Adelbert    C     ,    Western   Res 

An  evening  mist   spreads    silently  along. 
The   sea-gulls, 

though   their    hearts    be    free    as   nine    is    caught    -■» 

enneshed    in  heaven's    song 
Lift   a   voice    that    trembles. 
But    the    sea      -    ^somber   Shadow) 

with  a   settling  moan.    Muffles    night    in    silence    --»- 
I   am  a  lone, 

REPRESS  ION 

M^ry    Kennerly    -    Springfield    Junior    C=: 

Heart's    inner    agitation.  In  a   silence   broken. 

Mind's    hidden   conflagration  gy   a    sentence    spoken, 

Cannot  be    long   concealed.  fhe   cause   must   be    revealed 

Or  9    like    the    Spartan's    savage 
FoXs    will    inward   ravage 

This    hurt    is   seldom  healed. 

WITH     ALL     MY    HEART,     MY     SOUL 

D.     f;i,     j^ebbeling    =    Grand    Rapids    junior    C. 

Tf    I   could    just    sit    right  down  Then  will    I  write   with   zest 

And  with  pen  and  paper  write  Of    the    lusty,    earthy   life, 

Lovely  iX>etry  of    life  Of    joys,,    and   sorrow,    and  pain, 

Then   many   verses   would   I  Of   youthful    romance   and    the 

Have  written  down   today,  aged   benign^ 

So    if    I  must  write   a   poem  ^^^^  ^  ^^    "^^  heart,    my   soul, 

of   passions    so  vividly   told, 

My  heart,    which    is    normally  cold 

Must    fill  with    life's    rich  blood 

To  warm  and  nourish  my  soul, 

TRIBUTE 

Yale    Kroloff     =    Miami    U»  =     Qxford,     O 
You  mourners   all  who    live    to  dream, 
To    love,    to  dwell,    only   as    I   coinmand, 
The    senseless   babble    gushing    forth 
From  unkept    springs    beneath    the    rocks. 
You   run   and    leao   and    then   you  die 
jsjow  knowing  why   yovi    ran  nor  where   you   leaped. 
Content  with   virtue   of    tie    srsllest    nature. 
Soaked    full    of   moral   sense    --    all    too    immoral. 
Yea,    verily   X    sing   your   praises 
And    hold   you  up    to  God, 
Bv'.t    hold,    your   God,    He    looks   beyond    you. 
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SiLBNT'   GRIEF 

f"  '  -  Gladys    Clarke  Cleveland    C 

Sh6   kept   emotion    locked  within  her   heart. 
Austere   and   cold,    she    gazed    there    on  her   dead. 
NO    tear    nor    stifled   sigh  of    vain   regret 
Escaped   her    lips.      Then  sonr^ething  he   once   said 
Came   back   to   mind   and   must   have    lingered    there; 
For    suddenly  she    leaned   and    touched    his  hair, 

OCTOBER  ,   ,  .       ^ 

Paul    K=     McAfee  Franklin   C 

A  quiet   melody   is    in   the    trees 

singing   of    lonely    future  hours. 

bearing   each    tiny  ship  of  drifting    leaf, 

bearing    the    touch  of    dying    flowers    .     o 

the    lulling  song   is    low  and  soft      a   sober 

kncwledge   of   season  death   in  October 

ECCE     HOMO 

Regina    Anderson  Siena    Heights    C         Mich 

Yea     wild  mob     behold    the    man! 

Today  he   dies    on  Calvary, 

His   presence  never    more  will    trouble   you 

until   you   stand   before    the  Father    s    judgment   Seat, 

And   you  will    find  Him  the    ,       Who  sits   at  God    s 

Right   Hand 
Then  you  will    know  what   you  know  not    this   hour 
T'nat    you  Vjehold   a  God 

THE     LILAC 

Louis    popovsky         North    Western    U 

The    lilac  bush  has   donned  her   cloak  of    lavender 
And    lifts    her    head   serenely,    all   the  world   to   see 
in  queenly    fashion 

While  earth   in  honored    glory   is    perfumed   by  her, 
Ard   challenging    the  beauty  of    the  willow  tree 
The    fire   of  passion 

Possessing  every  lilac   sets   her    soul   astir 
As  wind    and    sun  are  whispering    flirtatiously 
A  strange   confession, 

AUTUMN     IS     COLOR 

Patricia    Martin         Rosary   C         River    Forest 

Autumn   is    color  bold      flamboyant   hues 

Bittersweet    on   the   bough     and   pumpkin  orange 
Ihe  vr legated    green  of    squash   and    gourds 
Leaves    that    are    scarlet   dappled  or    brown   fringed, 
And   dawn  pure    skies    of   morning  glory  blue 

Autumn   is    golden      like   stout    shocks    of  wheat 

On  panoramic -colored  countrysides. 

Autumn   is    the   soft    gold    of  waning   sun 

Bj  own  gold  chrys.fnthemum      the   yellow  pear 

Autunnn   is    the   gold   glory  of    the   year. 
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PLACE    OF    PEACE 

Barbara    Hipp    -    Marian   C. ,     Indianapolis 

Heavy  laden  p»er fumed   mist 

Envelopes   me. 
Tlie   comforting  warmth  welcomes 

My  weary  \  ody, 
And  bi    s    it    lie    in   rest. 
No  distractions   here    annoy  me    --  A  harsh  voice    from  down    the 

I   can   think  my  best.  hall 

Then  drooping  eyelids    fall  Cries,      Aren't    you  coming 

In  breathless   wonder,  Out    of    that    tub,    at   all?' 

CYPRESS     GEOVE 

Mary   Ada    Ewing     -    Hamline    U- •     St,     Paul 

In  somber   mud    the    cypress  digs    its    roots 

And  weeps  black  tears    from  dripping  boughs.    With   trunks 

Submerged    in  oozy  grov/th,    sweat  drops    in   soleim 

oath.      The  quiet    grows    anJ  danpncss    plucks 

Its   solitude   among    the    shrouded   rows. 

I    touch   the  danp  cyjjress    that   coldly   sweats 

And   feel    the  deadly  growth  of    silence. 

OCTAVE 

Margaret  E,  Causey  -  Greenville  C 

To  delve  within  the   nature   of   mane's    soul. 
And   seek   the   veiled    lay  that  dweileth    t^iere, 
And  wake    the  drowsing  chords    to  pulsing    throbs 
Of    life   again,    rrs thinks   evokes    the   M^se 
Of   song   !e known   in  f.Jusic's   boundless   charms 
Ard    in   its   nskero      Vain  be   one  who  holds 
That   he   who  wakes   man's    being    to   the  heart 
of  God,    doth  naught  withal    in  serving  Him, 

THE    BEAUTY     OF     POETRY 

Fred    Wittekind     -     Illinois    C. 

They  say   there's   beautjf   in  poetry^ 

And   yes,    I've    found    'tis    true,  .     . 

But    the   beauty   lies   not    in   tlie   v/ords    tliat   match, 

But    in  what    they  mean  to  you. 
The    lips   can't    say  what    the    heart   can't    msan, 

'Less    it   comes    from  fools'    ground; 
Sincerity   is  deeper   art 

Than   trifling,    noisy  sound. 

WORDS 

Alice    Frances    Herbert     -    Cleveland    C. 

One    day  we   played  with  words,  I    tossed   a   word  at    you 
And    they   flew   thick   and    fast.  In   such  a   reckless  way. 

Put    little  did  we   know  I^jow    time   has    healed    the  wound 
now   long    a  word  could    last.  Trie    scar    remains    today. 

We  did  not    think   that    they 

Could   be    like    sharpened   spears, 
With   force    to  pierce    a  heart 

And  bring  a    flood  of    tears. 


no 
TO    B .; 

Mary   Elizabeth    Jones     -    U.     of    Cincinnati 

Never   be  seen   on 

A   galloping  horse 

Swiftness    is    too   fleeting. 

Rather   mount  Knowing    too   rare 

The   slow -winged  cloud  For    seldoir      stopping. 

For    passing.  Never   be   seen  on 

Softness    is    too  deep      '  A  galloping  horse 

For   moment's    touching  Swiftness    is    too    fleeting 


PERFECTION    EXISTS 

T .     S .     Qui  nlan 

Perfection   exists, 

It    is   here,    tight    in  my  arms. 

just  beyond  the  simple  curve 
Where  neck  arxi  shoulder  meet 
Lies    the   night . 

Through  a    fringe    of   cojjper   hair 
The   moon   is    low. 


Adelbert    C. ,    West.    Reserve 

Like    the   cool    touch  of  waters 
Of    a   silent    pool  against 
A  hot   and   tired  skin, 
I    feel   you  now. 

Perfection  exists, 

It    is   here,    tight    in  my  arms. 


SORROW 


Colleen    perrin    -    Kalamazoo    C, 


Mich, 


I  wonder. about  you; 

You  sit  there 

With  a  soft  smile  on  your  face. 

I  wonder  how  you  can  smile  in  the  face  of  such  disaster 

I  admire  your  courage. 

I  wonder. 

Then,  suddenly,  I  understand. 

When  you  smile,  you  cannot  cry. 


FINIS 

Ann    Cory    Bretz     - 

YfK  who  were   skilled 
With  both  pen  and   sword 
Never    had    courage 
T«  say  the  one  word. 

You  who   fought   so  bravely     well 
Fell,    a  hero,    in  the    fight. 
You  who  cast    the   poet's    spell 
Weave   no  more   your    stories   bright. 


Indiana    Central    C. 

What    availeth  me  new 
Your   sword   and  pen? 
The   past    is    gone, 
I    love   not  other   men. 


THE     BROOK 

Ray    N-     Francis     -     Illinois    C 

Down   through   the  meadow   runs    the  brook 
Fed  by  the   mountain   snows 

Through  wooded   hill    is    the   course    it    took 
As   on   to   the   sea    it    flows. 

Oi   through  the    fields    the    little  brook   creeps 
On   to   join  the  majestic    river 

Then  down   to   the   shore  where    great  waves    leap 
To  be    lost   in   the   sea    forever. 


Jiicks  onvi  lie 


Ill 

THE  SONG  OF  TOE  BREEZE 

Elsie    D.     Shields     -    Cleveland    C. 
I    am  the    song   that    lives   where   breezes    sway 
Around   the   mountain  peaks    and  vales    below. 
I  whistle,    hum  and    join    in   rhythmic   play 
Where    gentle    zephyrs    dance    and   blue  waves    flow, 
I    touch   the    clouds    and    idly  watch    them  go 
In    fluffy  white   balloons    up   to   the    sky. 
Each   to  thfc    tune    of    my  soft    lullaby. 

RENOVATION 

Joan    Gregory     ■     James    Miliikin    U- 

Tonight    I   saw    the    stars    --  Tonight    I   saw   the    stars      - 

^nd   watched    them  open  wide  And  watched    tht^m  open  wide 

their   doors,  their    dooi  s  , 

And    saw   a  weary, .  deadly   land  And    saw  a   young   and    lovely   land 

Where  Winter    clutched  with   icy  Where    flowers    errptied   on   m.y 

A    1     ■  p  hairi  -.,         „ .  hands 

A  knife      .- .  —  The    rain   •  - 

That    turned   and    twisted    in  my   soul   Qi    hope    that    healed   my   aching 

A  v/ound   as    fatal    as    -~  =-  soul 

Isi'iy    life.  And    I   saw   peace    and    -— 

Spring   again 

AUTUMN     SUNLIGHT 

Elizabeth    Brown         Grand    Rapids    Jr.     C. 

Like    the    hushed,     reverent   quiet    of    a   chapel 

Where    through   ttained    gl^ss   windows 

Tlie    sun   streams   brightly,    and    lays      molten,    o  er    the    altar, 

In   the   breathless    silence   of   an  autumn  woods 

^he   sarre?    sunlight    filters 

Through   rusty,    orange   colored    leaves. 

And    lays    itself    upon   the    carpet   of    tfse    forest 

Seeming    to  bless    the    silence  with   its    rays. 

O     POPPIES        RED 

L      W       Sirigas  youngs  town    C 

0  poppies    red.    where'er   you   grow.      Perhaps,    eacli   rich,    red  drop 
if    you   could   only  speak;  Thai    fell 

V"ou  d  have   so  much    i  o   tell   us  Upon   the    aching  earth 

Of    so   many    things    unique.  Caused   you   to    flouiish    forth 

Of  why   so    red   as    blood   you   grow  ^^  ^^^^^    fm^aH^you're   worth? 

In  patches   here    ard    there;  -^ 

Syrrboiic   of    the   blood    that    fell  O  poppies    red,    where'er    you    grow, 

prom  soldiers   everywhere.  If    you   could   speak,    but    then    -- 

Just    keep   reminding   us    of   v.^hen 
We    took    a   gun    for    pen. 

A     CHICAGOAN     -     ON     A     LAKE     MICHIGAN     SUNRISE 
Ruth   Casey     -    Mundelein    C         Chicago 

1  have   not    known   a  wind    run    through  with   pine, 
Nor    lieard   how  birds    reclaim  a   mountain  dawn, 
And    all   unseen   --    the   pillared  world   of   white 
That    magnolia   bloom  erects    upon   the    lawn 

I   know   that    J   must    beg   of    loveliness, 

And    even   then  have    frugal    fare    to   sup      - 

It    only   means    a   hem  t    of    truer    song 

Vi/hen  coins    like    lliis    are   placed  within    my  cup 


112 

FIRST     BUBBLE 

Donald    Loria     -    Wayne    \j ,  ,    Detroit 

You  are    the    first   bubble    I  have   ever   been  able    to  create, 

And    I  don't  want    to  bust    you, 

With  some  big   clumsiness  > 

Or    some   St      Bernard  act. 

Float    gently,    bubble, 

Let    me  push   the   air   aside    for    you; 

You  are  my  bubble , 

Don' t  break    .... 


A     LEAF     DYING 

Joan  Foster  -  MacMurray  C, 

The  sad  leaf  curls  its  pin=pointed  fingers 

Gnarled  in  readiness  for  death 

Gropingj  grasping  ==  asking  against  all 

F»r  just  one  other  breath. 

Until  at  last  even  hope  is  vanished; 

Its  head  slowly  bows  in  sad  subjection  asking  when; 

Softly  and  stealthily  then,  as  if  in  answer, 

Comes  the  wind. 


DESTINY 

Mary    Margaret    Coman    -    Belhaven    C. 

Our    philosophies    are  but    in  part 
Our    every  action    from  the   start. 
Some    say' 'Grow  old   along  with  me, 
The  best    of    life   is   yet    to  see,' 
Would   yoii   as    the   evergreen 
View   the   years  with  youthful   mien. 
Or   accept    your    fate   as    leaves    of    time 
Blown   to  and    fro  by  every  clime? 

SHADOWS 

Jay    Lewis     =■    DePauw    U- 

It    is    the   shadows  which   I   cling    to 

While   I  wander    through   a  world 

Of  dawnless    fear   of  old  and  new    -= 

Grey   shades    created    for   man's    good. 

Eternal    rest    in  shadows   God   gives    to  us 

To  save   our   hearts    from  glare   of    light 

Or   depth  of    gloom.    To   guard    from  evil    formless 

God   sends    to  man  the    shadows   of    the   night. 

AMERICA'S     COLOR     WHEEL 

Jacqueline    A,    Reichman    -    Joliet    Junior    C 

America's   a   color  wheel  where    races    all   combine 

To   form  one   color    and  one    race   under   a  power  Divine. 

The  men  who   sprang    from   foreign  soil   came    to  America    to  see 

The    freedom,    pursuit   of    happiness ,    the  workings   of  democracy. 

The   spinning  of  a  color  wheel   produces   one  pure   color; 
Thus    the  mixture   of    these   souls   should    fuse,    one    into   the   other. 
Then  prejudice   and  hate   depart,    and   in    their   place  we   see 
America    the   color  wheel,    a   real   and    true  dem.ocracy. 
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THOUGHTS     WHEN     HOLDING     A     LARGE    BLACK    ANT 

David    L^vine     »    Depauw    U- 

Struggle    impotent    ant, 

Fight    and  wrench   and   rend    the    hand    that    holds    you, 

Seize      ^^ar    and  pull. 

It    is    my    fight    you  are    figliting. 

Struggle,     impotent    ant,     for    I   wish   to   be    free. 

Grasp  with  deep  black   pincers    and   pull    the    shackles    of 

Struggle,    impotent   ant, 
Seize,    tear    and  pull. 


my    1 i  f e 
away. 


THE     SYMPHONY    OF     A     STARRY 
Frederic    T'      Adle 

MiLsic   of    the    spheres,     tranquil, 

sootlring 
Songs    of   harmony  and    force 
Rise   with   the   mind   and   ebb    again 
The    rhythm  of    the   inner   soul 

To   look    into    the    heavens    of   the 

night 
Black  velvet,    far,    so    far 
Depth  of    endlessness    in   the   void 
Distances  even    light  will  not    span 


NIGHT' 

■     '-    Ol  ive  t    C         Mich. 

Lost    in  eons   and   eternity 
Chords   of    timeless    soundless 

music 
Shaped    in   the    soul    as    spheres 

of   color 
Sparkling   pinwheels   of    majestic 
s  ymphony 

In    longing    for    eternal    reaches 
Man    looks    up   in   the    starry   sky 
Into   the    inky  pools   of    limbo 
The   beckoning   of   celestial    lanes 


IN    TRIBUTE     TO    MYSELF 

Joyce    Boden    -    MilUkin    U 

Above    the    stories    I   have    read   and    lived 

Their    thrilled  emotion     purloined    from,   the   voice 

Of   someone   else    s    life,    by  me   relived 

In  naive   mockery  ef   talent    s   choice 

Ahove    the    grace    that    your  queen  music    lends 
To  halls    of    tenderer,    more    humihle    mood, 
Above    the    '   •  nduring    smiles    of    friends. 

And   hypnotizing    reverie   pursued 

.Above    thisT'feeble      fumtding,    mimic    strain 
To   fi  14 -my  vacuum  with  wlet    seems    coniplete 
From  joy      from  inspiration    .and    the   gain 
Of   others ;    above    all    this    I    find    I   meet 

Ivlyself.       I    look   to    judge  what    I  can  see. 
And    find    \  cannot    judge    nonentity. 


SLEEP 

Lisbeth    Jensen         Ohio    Wesleyan    U 

Sleep    is    an  ebb   tide 

Bidding    fair    to  drown  raj'  drowsy  spirit 

In  its    cool    oblivion. 

The    drifting   spray   the    sand    man   spreads 

Is    frosted    surf 

Tossing    ":g3in3t    my  brain, 

ihe   curtain   pressing   on  my  eyes  Reluctanily   I    slip 

TsepeiiS.    darkens 

Into    lush  black  velvet 


and    I    am 

ti  ,;;\'^pt 

Into   tlie    sounciJ.e'5_'    sea 
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LOVE     IS     LIKE     A     STAR 

Rosie    Siemens     =    Tabor    Co 

To  some,  love  is  like  the  madness    of   a   mighty   fire; 

To  some,  love  is  like  the    release   of   a   passionate  desire; 

To  some,  love  is  like  the  blast    of   a   brazen  horn. 

To  some,  love  is  like  the   terror    of   a   nocturnal   storm. 

To  some,  love  is  like  the   coolness    of   an  October   eve; 

To  some,  love  is  like  the    intricacies    of  a   silken  weave; 

To  some,  love  is  like  the    freshness   of    the  morning  dew; 

To  me,    love   is    like   a  star    --    lasting,    mystic,    and   si lvery=blue. 

THE    BARGAIN 

Eldean    Clarke     -    Central    Baptist    Seminary- 
It's    hidden    treasure    I  want    to    find; 
The   dreams    and    thoughts  within  your   mind 
That    form  a    link   in    friendship's    chain. 
Not    that    I  would  want    to  drain 
The   vast    riches    in   your    treasure    store 
But    that   sharing  always    gives    you  more, 
And    through  th^^    sharing  we   shall    see 
A  bond    that   defies    eternity. 

THIS     I     CAN        SEE 

Peppino    N»     Vlahoyannes     =    Centenary   C. 

A  child    is   born    -  = 

The   daybreak  dawns    upon   the   earth, 
A    life    is    lived    -- 

The   day  in  deeds   performed  will   tell    its  worth. 
An  old  man  dies    -- 

The   night   must    fall.       The   deeds    are   done, 
This    I  can  see      • 

The   daybreak   and   the   nightfall   hurt    no  one. 

WHEN     BEAUTY     IS     NO     MORE 

Mary    Lou    Ramerick    =    Central    C,    Pells,     la. 

If   you  cannot    find  beauty 
In  the    silent    orb   of    light 

That    reaches    down   to  make  a    small    seed   sproud 
And   to  coax   tender    little  blossoms    out    -= 
It    is    not    that    the    sun 
^  Hath  no  beauty    to   inpart    -- 
It    is    that    you  have   no  beauty   left    that    responds 
Within   your   heart. 

GLOW     GENTLY,     TENDER     MORNING 

David    A.     Estes     -    Drury    C, 
Glow  gently,    tender   morning!  Glow   gently,    tender   morning! 

Spread    thy   fingers    in    thy   light;  Spread   thy  sun-smile's    fragrant 

And   unleash   thy  golden   tresses  breath* 

That  were  bonded    through   the  night.    For    tomorrow   is    the  winter    -- 
Glow   gently  ere    the  winter,  ^"^  ^^^^  winter    is    thy  death. 

With  its   ostentatious   blast, 
Shall   appear   and  quite    obscure    thee 
Into  slunijer    --   and   the   past. 
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MODERN     PRIMITIVE 

Joan    Dettenwanger 

Sleek,    fat    tcwncat 
Sitting   in  the   sun, 
Licking   its   paws 
For  work  well  done. 
(And    the  birds    fly  shaking  with 
fright.) 


-    Fontbonne    C. 

Sly,    cold   richman 
Thinking   in   the    gloom, 
Gaining   his   millions 
At   others'    dooin. 
(And    the   men  cry  out    in   the 
night. ) 


TO    THE     DAYDREAMER 

Margaret    Hamilton    -    Friends    U= 

Though  sensations   and  ideas 

l^ich  are  all    the    'stuff'    of    thought 
Give   a  purpose    to  our   habits, 

Let   this  wisp  of    truth  be  caught: 
Firm  beliefs,    a    life   of    travel, 

Full   experience,    all   ccsrbined, 
Void   of    rounded   education 

Won't    inpress    an  enpty  mind 


THE    CALL    OF     MIGRATION 

Marvin    L-    Van    Gil 

Gather  the  flock  in  the  north 
When  the  moving  time  has  come; 
Flap  both  your  wings   back  and 

forth 
And   make    the   heavens    hum. 

Gather    the    flock  in   the    north 
And    form  them  into  a  Vee ; 
Show   them  your    leadership's   worth 
And  bring    them  home   to  me. 


der     -    Drury    C , ,    Mo. 

For    I  am  the   South    -»    the   gypsy 

South 
And   peace    and  quiet    are   mine, 
Show    them  both   lay   hungry  mouth 
And   all   my  peace    is    thine. 

Gather    the    flock  in   the  north 
Ard    form  them   into   a  Vee; 
Allow   them  to   honk   in   the  night, 
But    bring    them  home    to  me.» 


MY     LIFE'S     A     VIOLIN 

Naoma    Bondurant 

My    life's   a   violin 
With   tones   both  sweet   and  sad; 
It    is    the    talent   of    the   player 
That  makes    it    good  or  bad. 

Whether   it  makes    you  breathless 
With  its    beauty  and  quality, 
Or  whether    it   makes    you   restless 
With  its    triteness  and    frivolity. 


Ottawa    U> 

if    I    let   Christ's    tender  hands 
Create   a  melody  divine, 
My  humble    life  will    then 
Its    fullest   beauty   find. 

My    life's    a   violin 
With   tones   both    sweet   and   sad, 
If  Christ   but    is    the   Master 
1'he    tones   cannot   be  bad. 


Charles    W.Etheridge 

The   dry   leaves    grumble  and   tumhle 
on   the  breast    of    the   aching   ground, 
and    I    think    to  myself    it    is    good 
that    the   world  and   a   circle    are    round, 

For   many   a    trail   have    I   taken, 

and   many   a   song  have    I   sung 

since   the   wounds    of    the    earth  were   opened, 

and   the    leaves    on   the   tree   were   hung. 


Oklahoma    City    U, 
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PRAIRIE     MOTHER 

Vayne    A       Baumgart  Sioux    Falts    C= 

Your    faded    hair,    in   streaVy   foil 

illvjnies    gray   granite    rock. 
Your    eyes    stare    up   from  waterholes 

where    thirsty    rushes    flock. 
Your    skin   is    fair    and    pallid 

like   a   puff  of  August    haze; 
Your    terrper    calm  as    valleys 

where   contented    cattle   graze. 
Prairie   Motlier ,    will   you  hearken 

f   my   great    inherent   pride? 
I    love    your    twilight    smiles 

when    the   sun  goes   West    to  hide! 

THE     BANDELION 

Luella    Eid         \4oorhead    State    Teachers    C 

Treated  with  contempt    by  most 

Is   the   dandelion,    about   which   I    shall  boast; 

It   creeps    timidly   to  bed  at    night 

And  does   not    appear    until    the   very   early  daylight 

Its   dazzling  color      the  blinding    gold, 

Is    a   unique    hue     which  has    oft      before  teen   told 

But    bear    in  mird,    when   a  dandelion   you    find 

That    the    same   power    that   rrade    it  made    you! 

SATISFYING     REST 

Bernhard    F       Loewen         Tabor    C 

r    r    *;     '-  ■   rest  with  work   tialf  done  So  I  will  work  and   never    shirk 

Is    trouble    in  my  breast  My  duties    to  perform. 

But   \i1ien    I   know  ray   race. is    run  I    1  1  do  my   job  without   a   quirk 

It    s   -^"'ibly  sweef-^fo   rest  And    rest   wlien  comes    the   storm, 

NOT     YET 

Dorothy    Dawes  Dominican    C         New    Orleans 

liis   eyes   cannot    yet    focus   properly,    tliey   say 

These    brown   eyes    Soft    and  deep, 

Yet    tliey  must    learn    to   seek  and    choose    the    surest   wa\' 

And    timeless    vigil   keep 

Fe    has    not    strength  but    in  his    tiny  gripping  hands 
Alout    my   fingers    twined 

Yet    theirs      twill   be    to    shape    the   destiny  of    lands; 
God   make   him  wise   and    kind 

ON     LIFE 

Gene    E       Houk     -    St       Joseph    jr       C 

All    things    relative    to   that   unknown  end  we   serve 

Chance    must  dictate   paths 

Transient    joys        Stygean  depths      glinpse    of   heaven, 

A    life   must    reconcile 

Live   blindly      follow    righteously      lead  courageously, 

Fate  doth   intervene ^ 

And   in   that   hour   of    intervention  when   lives   a   e  hung   on   thieads, 

A  dream  must    know   its    pewter 
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IMAGINATION 

Irene    M-     Johnson    -    Augsburg    C. 

My  balloon  of    fancy   is    engorged 
With   lively,    silver    thoughts, 
But    it   soon  pops, 
Pricked  by  the  pin  of   common   sense, 

ROOKED 

Barbara    Sosman     =■    Swarthmore    C 

You   say  you  are  my  pawn,    and    I  And   I   no  more  will   play  by 
Can  move   you  at   my  will,  guess 

A  pretty  thought,    but    I    reply  Till    I  know   how   to  move, 

'Another    game   of   skill  I  dare  not    take   you  on  at 

You   taught  me   once.      Who  swept  .,        4.«i  ^    i^   ess, 

the  board?  Nor    take   you  on  at    love. 

Though   for   no   stakes  we   played, 

Who   from  the  novice    took  her   hoard?' 

Once   stung,    why,    twice   afraid, 

STYLES     WILL    CHANGE 

Frances    Notch    =    Good    Counsel    C.,     White 
Fashions    come  and    fashions    go,  r^  la  ins  ,    IN.Y. 

Some  take  root  fast,  others  slow, 
So  gather  round,  yes  gather  round 
And  hear   popularity   that   knows  no  bound. 

Long  skirts    like    grandma  wore  Some    look  neat,    some    look   trim, 

Black   stockings,    platford   shows,         Some    look  antique,    some    look 

galore.  slim, 

Gibson   girl    ties    and  bustle  backs,    Styles  will    change   and   I    look 
You   see  no  sloppy  Joes   nor    slacks.  with  sorrow, 

For    this    is    today,    but   what 
of    tomorrow. 


SYMPATHY 

Carol    Bueker     =    C.     of    Mount    St.     Joseph 

Fee  1  pi  ty  .... 

For  the  homely,  ragged  person  as  he  sits 

High  up  in  the  music  hall  alone 

Listening  to  a  symphony  rise  and  swell. 

Lift  his  spirit,  thunders  crash  and  moan. 

Imagination  filling  in  the  voids 

Of  love  and  understanding. 

Feel  joy  .... 

On  seeing  the  river  flashing  in  the  sun 

Tickling  the  stoic  unresponsive  shore. 

A  patchwork  pattern  scattered  through  the  woods, 

Here  sun  =■-  there  shade  ==  artistic  tapestries. 

In  breathless  beauty  of  the  universe 

The  presence  of  its  God. 

Feel  pity  .... 

When  mists  rise  slowly  up  on  foggy  nights 

Hover  sinister  about  and  form 

Heavy  shadows,  eery  ghostly  things. 

Transparent  silhouettes  'round  dim  street  lights, 

On  finding  values  twisted  out  of  shape, 

Love  lost   trust  betrayed. 
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FROM    AN     INVALID     S     WINDOW 
Valeria    McFadden 

I  wonder  where  that  road  leads  -- 
The  one  o'er  yonder  hill: 

I  wonder  where  its  end  lies. 
But  from  my  window  sill, 


Be  1  haven    C 

I    only  can    imagine 

The    secrets    suth  roads 
hide, 
The    joys    of    travel   along   it. 

Its    verdant   countryside. 


PALE     CAST     OF    THOUGHT 

Charlotte    E      Chambers     -    Georgetown    C . ,     Ky 

I,    afflicted  ly  the    spleen, 
Considered   particularly   on  a  dream, 
tviethought    I   heard  Will   Shakespeare    say, 

You  ask   the   cause    of   Hamlet's  delay? 
Dear   maid,    I   needed   a    five    act    play. 


VALLEY     SCENE 

Norma    y[.     Grant 

Before   ire    lay  the  valley   •  - 
The    trees,    resplerident    green. 
Uphold   their    luxuriant    si'ieixior 
Blot    out    the  village    scene. 
One    hue    in   shades   of  variance; 
Some  deep   as   b ia c ke s t    n i ght : 


THE     TRULY 


Concordia    C  ,     Minn 
Others    light   and   gay 


as    lime 
s  t  one , 
ght. 


Good    Counse 
Plains ,     N    Y 


FREE 

Mar  gar -t    M^ry    Daly 

The    sparkling  sand   on   yonder    beach, 

The    ccmfcrt    of    the      city   bound,' 
Is   -^vashed   each  night    by  moonlit    floods 

Of    clear      cool  water    that   have    found 
Confederate    streams    from   far    off    lands 

From   tor '^  id,    sultry  Mexico 
To  Biitain  s    rain  drenched  ^    cool   damp  dims. 

And    yet    from   farther    off    they'd    flow 
On      still   on,    past    Spain      then  France      to  cleanse 

The   banks    of    Italy,    so  aged 
They  ve   traversed   all    these   earthly    flows 

And   currents      never    to  be   caged. 


The    f anc  i  f u 1   e  ye   de 1 i 
The   broad   branch -bedecked 

palmetto 
Stands   high   on  yonder    riJl> 
Nearby   the    lombards    slender 
The    nairow  coulees    fill 


1    C 


White 


IN    MEMORIAM 

Ann    D       T  h  o  mp  son     -    C  e  n  t  e  n  a  j  y    j  r ,     C . 

Lest  we  forget  those  who  have  died, 
Let  us  pray  God   our  Father  and  guide 
For  the  knowledge  and  wisdom  of  all  the  sages 
That  has  weathered  the  tempest  of  so  many  ages 
"Tis  a  pity  that  death  is  the  only  relief 
From  humanity  s  great  follies,  devastation  and  grief, 
When  a  herdsma  \  of  Bethlehem  has  shown  us  the  way 
To  depart  from  this  night  into  everlasting  day. 

The  wise  men  of  old  knew  how  to  tell 

The  world  of  its  weakness-  fiascos,  but  it  fell. 

Would  that  men  could  find  communal  ways 

To  live  and  to  love  to  make  happier  days! 

yes,  lest  we  forget  past  differences  done, 

Let  us  first  ponder,  consider,  and  look  toward  the  sun! 
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FALL'S     FAREWELL 

Eleanor    Lauterborn 


As    sun   rays    dance  with   fleeting 

grace 
Rustic    shades    of    fall   encase 
A   sun-warmed    earth   of   brilliant 

hue 
Vv'hile  winter  v/aits    her    silent    cue, 


DREAMS 

Rhoda    Meltzer 

Like   cloth  rennants    -- 
Colorful  patches, 
Mono  t  one   s  na  t  ches , 
Useless   stripping, 


Go6d    Counsel    C,     White 
Plains ,    N.y. 
Ai^!    all    too  soon   the    trees    are 

bare 
And   winter  white    the  branches 

wear. 
Witl'i   icy   blasts    the    fierce  winds 

blow 
But    snow  guerds    all  with  an 
angel    glow. 


Connecticut    C.       New    London 


Made   by  ripping 
A  part 

From  the   heart 
Of   a  whole. 


ONE    DEAD     LEAF 

Lois    Tenbieg    -    Marian    C. 


One   dead    leaf    on  a    tree 

The    remains    of   a   populous   spring, 

Your   brothers   are    free, 

Why  are    you  bound  still 

A  shriveled,    misshapen   thing? 


Ind  ianapol i  s 

One  dead  leaf  on  a  tree 
Hanging  listless,  like  a 

hopeless  sigh. 
Can  anything  be 
So  a  lone  and  still, 
Save  a  man  about  to  die? 


LATIN    CLASS 

Leonard    G.     Tyrrell     -    Lake    Forest    C,     111 

Sometimes  wlien  I   sit    in  Lstin  class 

Wishing    that    the    time  would   pass, 

1    think  about   proud,    ancient  Rome 

With  stately   statue   and   hallowed   dome; 

And   hear    the    tramp  of    lucent    legion, 

Warriors   who  hiave    in   every   region 

Fought:  Driving  the  captives  that  they  seize 

Like  chaff  before  a  breeze; 

Then  down  distant  halls  of  memory 

The  veil  ascends:  Ha!  Could  it  be 

That  I've  been  dozing  in  the  Latin  class 

Wishing  that  the  time  would  pass! 


SONNET     4 


Gretchen   Elston    -    Centenary    C. 


They  ask  me    if   your   hair    is    black,    or  brown; 

They  ask  me,    too,    the  color   of   your    eyes; 

I   cannot    say.      i\iy   love    is    too   profound 

And    full    a    thing   to   fathom  your   disguise. 

Your    hair,    to  me,    is   not    a    crown,    but   hair; 

of    purity  and   truth  your   crown  is   made. 

Your    eyes    are   not    as    jewels,    bright    and    rare; 

Your    jev'ls   of    love    and   patience   are,    not    jade. 

They   ask  me  of   your    love.       I  cannot   say, 

For   you,    in    love  ,    have   never    looked  on  me; 

Your    silence    is    a   path,    and    free    your   way; 

Your    time    fdr    greater    things    than   I   must   be. 

This   Love,    this   Faith    --of   Hope    and  patience   dreamed 

And    formed,    in  Death's    still    realm  may  be    redeemed. 
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SKILLED     HANDS 

Jessie    Pauline    Nevi&on 

When   icy   fingers,    reaching  dawn, 
Destroy  earth' s    rustling,    burnished    gown, 
How  patiently  slie   weaves   a  dress 
To  cover    up  her    nakedness! 


Cleveland    C- 


DECISION 

Ruth    Schellinger 

Can  I    live    and    love   not 

Or   will    it   be    a    long  desire? 
Will  Love  be   pain   -   Life   be    fire? 

Then  I  will  Love    and  Live 

A    life   of    inevitable   pain. 
For    loving  not,    I    live    in  vain! 


C.     of    St.     Benedict,    Minn, 


CALVARY     S     CHALICE 

Jacqueline    Ely 

Israel's   Lily,    rooted  deep, 
Peneath   the  dying  Lover's    JPeet    .  .- 

petals    softly  curved   and   cupped 
To   catch  Ilis    bloodstream     drop  by 

drop    .  . 

Chalice    gold    in  Hands   divine; 
Peerless   cup  of   saving  Wine    .  ;  ;  . 


Good    Counsel    C,    White 
Plains.     N.Y. 

Lovely  Lily,    bowed    in  prayer, 
Teach  my  soul    to   linger    tisre    , 

That    from  ^is    tender ,    bleeding 

Face 
My  soul   may  drain   sweet   drops 
of    grace    . . . . ; 


GLIMPSES     OF    AUTUMN 

Hi  Ida    Kinek 

Ah,    the   beauty  of    the   autumn, 
How   it    flaslies   past    my  eye, 
As    I   sit    in  confined  comfort, 
Journeying  homeward,    flying  by. 

See   the   brilliant   hues   of  autunHj 
Red  and    gold    and    rusty  green, 
How  they  blerri   and    sway   together 
Rhythmic  patterns  of   a  dream. 


U       of    Maryland 

See    the    great   expanse    of  heaven 
Cradling  wandering  puffs   of 

white 
As    it    views    in    lofty  splendor 
Earthly  signs   of    godly  sights. 

How  I  wish  as   here    I  ponder 
To  dismount    this    runfcling   car, 
And    to  roam  those   sloping 

hills  ides • 
But    I   know  the    road   is    far. 


NATURE     S     BEAUTY 

M   Patricia  Cronin  -  Harris  T.C 

VJien  I  am  gone  beyond  the  play  of  life, 

Have  acted  out  my  part  upon  the  stage. 

Have  lived  and  loved  and  laughed  and  borne  the  strife 

That  God  assigns  to  each  in  every  age, 

When  I  no  longer  can  enjoy  the  light 

of  drowsy  dawn  that  creeps  upon  the  scene. 

Or  view  the  heavens'  quilt  of  tlue  and  white 

illumined  by  a  soft  and  sunny  sheen. 

Then  not  for  love  of  mankind  honor  me. 

Or  for  the  simple  verses  I  have  ^lenned. 

But  for  my  love  of  beauty  pure  and  free 

That  Nature  had,  and  to  my  heart  did  send. 

The  beauteous  sky,  the  sea,  the  earth,  the  sun 
Will  be  my  greatest  joy  till  life  is  done. 
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